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too many addresses 

the general confusion from all these different addresses is STAGGERING. Please, just read who 
gets what and send it there. If you are still confused, just give the PPInfoline a call, and we'll tell 
you where to send stuff 

Distribution information, Mailorder information,Ads being sent in, General 
Correspondence, and random acts of kindness to: 

Punk Planet 

P.O. Box 1711 Hoboken, NJ 07030-9998 

make any and all checks & money orders out to JULIA COLE, not Punk Planet 
Please send all submissions and letters to: 

Punk Planet North 
PO box 155 9 Chicago, IL 60690 

a word to the wise: do not send records to this address.They may not get 
to the right address in time!! 

also, to all people mailing in submissions: please, if you can send along a 3 112” flop¬ 
py disk with your piece on it in a word processor file (it can be Mac or IBM so long 
as you tell us which one it is). Better yet, make it a general text file! 

Also, to those of you that TYPE IN ALL CAPS, don't, it's annoying. 


Fanzines & Records for review go to: 

Punk Planet South 
do Will Dandy 

Route 2 Box 438 Leeds, AL 3509 


This is the address that you should send any art (photos, 
comics, whatever) to: 

Punk Planet West 
do Lois Lame 

P O Box 84253, San Diego CA 92138 


For all you electronic whizzes (and really, who isn’t) letters, submissions, 
and general correspondance can be sent to: 

PunkPlanet@aol.com 

and be sure to check people’s columns for their own E-mail 
addresses, many of the columnists have them. Gee whiz 


And finally, the direct line to a good time: the PPInfoline, reserve your ad space, 
find out submission information, and talk about distro goodies. 

(312) 227-6114 

and yes, you are calling Chicago 


Advertise in Punk Planet! 

don't forget to reserve your ad space! Call the PPInfoline 

full page (8" X 10.5") $100 
1/2 page (7.5" x 5") $50 
1/3 page long (2.5" x 10") $35 
1/3 page square (5" x 5") $35 
1/6 page (2.5" x 5") $20 

all ads are due February 10th 

and duh, no major label ads!! We’re not gonna review your shit, so why 
the hell would we run your ad??? 
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POLICE BASTARD 
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fire power^^WS 
products^® 


blown .clean 7” 

4 $3ppd.mailorder to 
fire power products 
Nre 706 Easley St. 

Silver Spring MD 


WERE CELEBRATING THE RE-BIRTH OF PE 
RECORDS WITH TWO CLASSIC RE-ISSUES: 

OUT NOW FROM 


E 


PROFANE EXISTENCE! 


mm 




DOOM Police Bastard EP 

5 blazing tracks originally recorded and 
released in 1989... still the cutting edge! 


HIATUS Way of Doom EP 

Their US debut 7 ' with six relentless 
tracks. Political punk to the extreme! 

ALSO OUT: PROFANE EXISTENCE #24 
The international DIYanarcho-punkresourcezine 
presents a special "protest punk" issue. Also 
has interviews with HEALTH HAZARD, 3-WAY 
CUM & GRUAE ZELLEN plus the regular features. 
(DIS)ORDER INFO: EPs cost $3 ppd. each / 
PE 24 cost $2 ppd. in the US from Profane 
Existence / P.O. Box 8722 / Minneapolis, MN 
55408/ USA. Canada & Mexico add $.50 per EP 
/ World air add $2 per EP,’$1.50 per zine. 

PE titles are also available from: 
Active Distribution/ BM Active/ London WC1N 
3XX / UK (EP s are £2 UK / £2.50 Europe) 
Y@hoo Distribution / PLK 046949C / 12043 
Berlin / Germany 

Bruno Vandevyver / P.O. Box 447/ 9000 Gent/ 
Belgium 

Andrew Dove / P.O. Box 154 / Tweed Heads / 
2485 NSW/Australia 

And all other cool DIY distributors / shops... 
OUT NEW YEARS: 

RESIST Ignorance is Bliss LP 
MISERY Who's the Fool LP/CD 


fire power product / art monk construction 

Kerosene 454 
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distribution thru lumberjack 
ph: 814-867-7658 fax:814-861-7658 
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Outpunk fanzine 
#3 out now. 

$2.00 postpaid, 
world . 

WARNING: 

Opinionated. 

Send a stamp for 
a catalog. 

Outpunk, 

P.O. Box 170501, 
San Francisco, 
CA 94117 
































DESTROY! "Necropolis" LP/CD 


on a scale of 1 -10 and 1 sucked, 10 kicked ass, this is about a 13. 
-their best- cd has everything, nearly 73 minutes!—Ip $7 cd $9 
out by the end of January 


SINK "Sad But True" 7 


on a scale of 1-40 and T sucked , 10 kicked ass, this is about a 13, 
completely devestating female crustcore from Japan. $4 


iil-LLN/mfON "Oomroin;pp>$7/S9 
S§>frET V fl AXG RAPeK!# c ; bead. " CDEPS5 
3-AYAY OEM "Battle of Opfhmns" 7" S3 
CpLD \®RLD "Pretentious Assholes" 7" S3 •* 
GOLD WORLD "So Far So Fast" CD S9 
HJATft S "From Resignation...” IP S7 
INTENSE DEGREE "Eves Have It" 10” S5 

outside the U.S. add SI per 7" CD. S2 per LP 
send a stamp for complete list ol all available 
no cheeks, use a m.o. 


SOUND POLLUTION 
P.O.Box 17742 
Covington,KY. 41017 
USA 
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Dear PP, 
Greetings from 
TN. I’ve had 
the opportunity 
to read two 

issues of your zine 
and I’m quite 
impressed. It’s nice to know that 
there is a zine around with the same 
basic size and content of MRR with¬ 
out the shit slinging and punker- 
than-thou attitude. It’s quite 

reaffirming. I’m writing to comment 
on an attitude I see espoused too 
often from the punkus quo. 

When my grandparents were 
growing up, the word “cool” had basi¬ 
cally one meaning, an adjective 
describing something of lower than 
average temperature. Somewhere 
along the way, that word added on a 
new meaning, something fashionable 
and hip. The problem is, my grand¬ 
parents never grew up with that par¬ 
ticular meaning and were amused if 
not a little bit confused at my use of 
it in that context, because it never 
had any relevant meaning to them. 
To me, it made perfect sense when 
describing anything from the Fonz to 
Jawbreaker to whatever was/is per¬ 
ceived as interesting or worthwhile at 
the moment. 

What does this little personal his¬ 
tory about generation gaps have to 
do with punk rock and punk rock¬ 
ers? Everything 

In 1977 the Ramones and the Sex 
Pistols were the definition of punk, 
and most of those who grew up with 
those attitudes and musical styles 
still regard them as the “true” defini¬ 
tion of punk. By the ‘80s it was 
Minor Threat and Black Flag, and 
today it’s Bikini Kill and Rain Like 
The Sound Of Trains and Fugazi. As 
each “generation” (usually no more 
than two or three years) passes in 
punkland, those involved have differ¬ 
ent perceptions of it and add those 
perceptions to the fluid body called 
the punk scene. 

So I’m 16 and the Ramones first 
album came out before I was born. 

While I think that the Ramones 
were a good band, they are not my 
perception of the physical embodi¬ 


ment of punk, BECAUSE IT WAS 
ALMOST 20 FUCKING YEARS AGO!!! 
My perception of what punk is is 
probably aesthetically a polar oppo¬ 
site to what Joey Ramone’s is, and 
there’s not a whole lot anyone can do 
about it, due to 20 years difference in 
society and external situations at 
large affecting both of us. 

It may seem that I’m trying to set 
up lines between people (punks if 
you must), I genuinely am not. All 
I’m writing to day is that there are 
most likely a million different percep¬ 
tions of what punk actually is, held 
closely by a million different people, 
and that’s okay. It’s not really an 
issue worth getting into. There’s 
more important things to worry 
about. 

Love 

Wright 2408 Old Natchez Trace 
Franklin TN 37064 

PS I’m interested in helping start 
a community action group/collective. 
If anyone has any tips, suggestions, 
or comments they’d be greatly appre¬ 
ciated. Go Go Kidzz Kut and Paste 
Revolt 



Dear John 
Crawford, 

My, you must 
care an awful 
lot about the 
BLATANT 
HYPOCRACY and 
BOGUS IDEALISM of MRR in lieu of 
their recent ban on any music that 
doesn’t fit the 3-chord punk party line, 
you even dedicated several comics in 
Flipside to this subject. Not to mention 
your “Queen of the Scene” parody in 
Punk Planet #3 which lampooned the 
way goofy, irrelevant competitiveness 
between Tim Yohannon and Jello 
Biafra might also be ruining this great 
magazine’s content... but wait, weren’t 
you making money drawing funny lit¬ 
tle insulting pictures of Tim and Jello 
back at least 10 years ago before all 
this started, for magazines like Touch 
& Go and Flipside? Well, at least we 
know from your comic in Punk Planet 
#3 that you, like most of us, realize 
that all the broken friendships and 
petty gossip surrounding Jello’s ordeal 


is a silly, pointless drain on what is 
really going on with underground 
music all over the country... but 
wait!?! Weren’t you recently invited to 
write for Lookout #39 and Punk Planet 
#3 and got two of your biggest job 
opportunities and chances for popu¬ 
larity since Flipside because of all the 
bans, name calling, and resentment of 
ex-MRR columnists and readers? 
Really John, you’ve been completely 
preoccupied with writing comics about 
these and other events constantly, 
with a sharp eye for gossip and detail 
that could have come only from study¬ 
ing, even (gasp) subscribing to MRR 
since it started over ten years ago. 
Since gossip and goings on in the 
underground has been the non-stop 
focus of your comics (rather than the 
actual music) that made your work so 
famous in Flipside, we might begin to 
wager that without MRR there would 
be no John Crawford, which would 
seem to make you dependent on what 
and who you ridicule (like Jello). 
Lately, with some of the writers on the 
Lookout and Punk Planet staff upset 
with MRR policy (like Lawrence 
Livermore), business for you has been 
better than ever. I guess calling Jello’s 
attackers part of the “Left” because 3 
of them beat one person senseless 
after shattering his leg in the midst of 
a drunken mosh pit makes perfect 
sense in panel #3 of your “Queen of 
the Scene” piece, but how politically 
minded could Cretin and friends really 
have been, fighting their way out of the 
clutches of Gilman security after ruin¬ 
ing an all-ages show, and then stop¬ 
ping to gloat about it later in a letter to 
MRR that you must have read as 
closely as you study this magazine for 
material. John, I suggest you dig deep 
into your own MRR archives, pull out 
the issue with Cretin’s letter, re-read, 
and dedicate a page’s worth of witti- 
ness explaining just what you think 
these people’s “leftist” motives were, I 
am still kind of confused on the topic, 
maybe you could straighten me out. 
See John, although I don’t agree with 
MRR’s jaded policy’s and vidictiveness 
as of late, there are redeemable poli¬ 
cies about Punk Planet, Lookout, 
HeartattaCk, and yes, even MRR that 
most of us do support because these 
magazines (unlike Mad Magazine) exist 

























to create something (exposure for new 
bands/zines political discussion; fic¬ 
tion etc) where as you seldom create 
much of anything new, preferring to 
become well known and make money 
in a large part by ridiculing magazines, 
and people, that you would not be 
famous without. You may draw more 
fans by churning out more nutty paro¬ 
dies in magazines who are unhappy 
with MRR policy, but I’d almost bet 
that you could create twice as many 
diehard John Crawford fans by creat¬ 
ing some original material for once in a 
decade (like your internet comic in 
Lookout #39) instead of studying each 
and every detail of MRR that hits the 
presses for gossip, like those little grey 
bugs, that one has to use that funny 
smelling shampoo to get rid of. 

Sigh, 

Charles 

PS Punk Planet is great, keep up 
the good work! 

Dear Charles, 

A) I have never asked for money for 
my cartoons, either now or in the past. / 
do them for my own Personal Pleasure. 
B) Your use of the words “job opportuni¬ 
ties” shows more than a little naivete on 
your part. C) I lampoon the MRR crowd 
because they are well known and 
absurdly amusing examples of the 
pathetic fate awaiting those who put 
too much faith in counter-cultural 
lifestyles. D) Instead of looking for the 
differences between the right and the 
left, try focusing on their similarities. 
Every political movement based on 
moral absolutes is a mob looking for 
suitable victims. E) Since I ask for no 
money, nor am I producing anything for 
sale (no comic books, no t-shirts, no 
gnarly skate gear), what possible good 
would “fans” do me? F) Support any¬ 
thing you like, its your ass. 

Yours, 

John Crawford 



Hello 

I don’t know 
what to say as i 
have never met 
you. I just read 
your “Back to 


Skool” issue and thought it was kinda 
cool. I’m mad on fanzines as here in 
the U.K it’s difficult to find out what is 
going on over there. I have some 
friends in N.Y so they keep me in 
touch.I’ve been a Punk since i was 
about 15 (I am now 23) and grew up 
on Black Flag , Minor Threat etc. Right 
now i’m into Propagandhi, Sensefield, 
Farside but I also like U.O.A, Born 
Against and pretty much all the 
Gravity stuff. I am also STRAIGHT 
EDGE and have just started at univer¬ 
sity ( yes I know about 5 years too late 
fit’s weird meeting new people 
because a lot of people don’t under¬ 
stand or don’t really care. Most people 
are convinced that I’m a mad Christian 
or just mad .When I tell them i’m into 
punk they ask me where my MOHAWK 
is , they don’t seem to get it. 

The thing that I can’t understand is 
why people (who are very intelligent ) 
allow themselves to be manipulated . It 
strikes me that it is nothing to do with 
rebellion (the reason why other people 
Smoke/Drink/Fuck) it is a kind of 
apathetic nihilism that i cannot under¬ 
stand. 

I’m not a Christian but I realize life 
is too short to waste and as a famous 
band once said “you are only young 
once so don’t fuck it up”.I believe we 
should have basic human respect for 
one another regardless of sex or race 
or opinion. RESPECT ALL HUMAN 
LIFE 

Keep doing what you do now and 
never sell out (corny but true). 

Thank you for being fucked to read 
this, 

Remain true to yourself , 

Richard. 

(I DO HAVE THE COOLEST HAIR 
IN BRITAIN) 


# I IT_\ Punk Planet 

■ fd 1 i just finished 

I f reac * in 6 y° ur 

% ^i interview with 

f the owner of 
Epitaph by Dan 
Sinker. It seemed to 
me that Dan was defending Epitaph’s 
business actions and giving him punk 
credibility. Well, here is the kind of shit 
you can expect from Epitaph bands. 


NoFX and Face To Face were booked 
at a warehouse in Elgin, IL that had 
enough floorspace to hold a show of 
that size. For reasons I do not know of, 
the show was moved to the Fireside 
Bowl about three days before the night 
of the show. The night before the show 
I found out about the show being 
moved, but decided to drive up to 
Chicago anyway. I thought maybe we 
could get in and everything would be 
cool. But, when I saw the NoFX fuck¬ 
ing tour bus outside the tiny bowling 
alley, I knew something was not right. 
When I went to the door I was denied 
entry because I didn’t have a ten dollar 
ticket to get in. However, NoFX’s ticket 
gimp was happy to inform me that if 
more ticket holders did not show up, I 
could pay ten dollars to see NoFX. I 
wanted to see Face to Face, I didn’t 
want to wait outside in the mist while 
three bands played and then pay ten 
dollars to see one band. NoFX is not 
punk. Epitaph is not punk. If you 
think that Epitaph records or any 
bands on that label is punk, then their 
in-store ads have worked. Sucker. 

Jack Conley Jr. 

7454 Beech Ave. 

Munster, IN 46321 

Jack, 

First, I was not trying to “defend 
Epitaph's business actions” and I cer¬ 
tainly wasn't trying to give them “punk 
credibility” (whatever that means). I was 
simply giving Brett a forum with which 
he could talk about Epitaph, just like we 
gave John Yates a forum to talk about 
Allied Recordings in the same issue. A 
zine does that kind of thing, whether or 
not you agreed with what was said is 
beside the point. Brett has as much of a 
right to his opinions and ways of doing 
business as you do. 

But that isn't what I want to talk 
about. Your anger at Epitaph seems to be 
little more than misdirected anger at 
NoFX. Do you honestly think that 
Epitaph FORCES their bands to drive 
around in tour busses and charge an arm 
and a leg for their shows??? That was a 
decision made by NoFX, not Epitaph. 

About the show being moved, that 
was also not a decision made by 
Epitaph, and more than likely, wasn't 





















even a decision made by NoFX. Dave 
Eaves put on the show, and he has 
moved the locations of shows before. 

As far as the ticket prices go, that 
also was probably not decided on by 
Epitaph, but was a factor of NoFX's 
guarantee, the hall's rental cost, Dave 
Eaves's takings, and the Dummyroom's 
markup (if there was any). 

But I think the most important thing 
you should realize is that even though 
the situation was a lot less than perfect, 
NoFX stuck with an indie promoter, they 
played at a fucking BOWLING ALLEY, 
and even though they did the advanced 
ticket sales thing, they gave the tickets to 
a DIY record store, instead of selling 'em 
through Ticketmaster. They could have 
done what they did last time and just 
played at the China Club (is that place 
even still open??) for a 21 and over 
crowd. They probably would have made 
more money. 

Before you damn a band for doing 
what NoFX did (or worse, if you damn a 
label for the actions of their band). Lay 
it all out and see if it makes sense. I 
probably didn't change your mind, but I 
hope I made you think about it. 

Dan Sinker 



Planeteers, 

Hello. Not to 
break balls be¬ 
cause I really 
love Punk Planet 
a whole lot, but I 
noticed a minor dis¬ 
crepancy in your policy. 
You say “No Major Label Ads” but 
in issue #4 you ran an ad for the NEW 
BOMB TURKS, who are manufactured 
and distributed by MATADOR, which 
happens to be a subsidiary of Atlantic 
Records which we all know is a sub¬ 
sidiary of WARNER BROTHERS, inc. 

That’s still not as bad as MRR 
putting THE CRAMPS on the cover 
(those major label menaces), but it is a 
discrepancy nonetheless. 

That’s it for now, keep up the good 
work. 

Your pal, 

Joe McDonald 
158 Stewart Terrace 
Totowa, NJ 07512 


When we first got the Crypt ad, Dan 
apprised us all of the situation and 
asked for our opinions. After thinking 
about it for a bit we decided it was kind 
of like blaming someone for having a 
relative in the Mob. It’s not the best 
analogy, but it sort of recognizes the 
reality that very few people or institu¬ 
tions are entirely free from unwhole¬ 
some entanglements. We could be 
wrong. We're still open to counter-argu¬ 
ments and suggestions. 

Julia Cole 



HI, 

My name is 
Kelly Oden and 
me and some 
friends of mine 
are trying to open 
a music collective in 
Lake Charles, Louisiana. There is 
nothing of the sort down here, so we 
are having a little trouble finding out 
what we need to do. We cant seem to 
find anyone who can tell us who we 
talk to about becoming not-for-profit, 
and no one seems to know about 
codes, etc... We’ve called city hall and 
they gave me a #, but all they knew 
about was bingo stuff... I was just 
wondering if you could give me some 
info, or tell me where I can get some 
info about what we need to open up a 
place.. I hope i’ve explained this letter 
ok... Shit, I hope this is an ok place to 
ask this question....if it’s not the right 
place, well then i’m just saying HI.... 


Kelly Oden 
321 W. Elizabeth 


Sulphur. La 70663 
P.s. I love PP 



To PP 

I hear people 
talking about a 
Revolu tion; 
WHAT REVOLU¬ 
TION? 

Do you really be-lieve 
that an insignificant minority is capable 
of creating a world scale revolution? 
Anyone who tells you the revolution is 


coming is either naive or stupid. 

Can’t you people see that every 
revolution that ever was begun with 
high ideals ended up in a blood-shed 
dictatorship? 

You can’t create a revolution. A revo¬ 
lution should come from the people, and 
the people are not on our side. They are 
happy in their submission and we can’t 
force them to think differently. We do 
not have the right to do so. 

All this does not mean that we 
should submit as well, we should fight 
for our freedom, not others. We must 
try the best we can to live our own life 
in our own way, and so, we should 
also let other people live their own life. 

Yes, it’s legitimate to try and show 
people their twisted way of life, to try 
and show them our misery in this 
twisted society, but you cannot force 
them to believe, you can’t force them 
to be free. 

You cannot create a revolution. You 
must not. I think it was Nietzche who 
said that in fighting monsters we 
should make sure that we don’t become 
monsters ourselves. Revolution would 
do that. It will make us the monsters 
we stand against, monsters who try to 
manipulate other people’s thoughts and 
desires, monsters who use force to ‘free’ 
the people, as happened in so many 
revolutions before. 

It’s hard, I know. It’s hard to stand 
aside while you see men and women 
being tortured, but they don’t want to 
be helped. They like being chained to 
the grinding wheel, try to show them 
the other aspect of life, but don’t force 
them to accept it. 

Yours, 

Liz@rd 

PO Box 682 

Lehavim 

85338 

Israel 

Hey kid, you look like youve got some¬ 
thing on your mind. Why not write it up & 
send us a letter. It's fun & easy! 

Just send it along to: 

Punk Planet North 
PO Box 1559 
Chicago, IL 60690 

if yer using a computer, send your letter on 3 1/2" disk! Just 
tell us what format it’s in. Thanks!! 
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T^out 

the POTATOMEN Now LP/CS/CD 
PANSY DIVISION pile up CD (collection of singles & comp) 
the QUEERS Surf Goddess 7IN/CDEP 
COUCH This Life 71N 

* PANSY DIVISION james bondage 7IN « > 
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and we hope these: 

VINDICTIVES alarm clocks & left for dead 7IN 
RANCID & AVAIL split 7IN/CDEP 
DOWNFALL get ready for action 10IN/CD/CS 
^ as well as our new catalog tofl 

and maybe some new t-shirt designs too 




LOOKOUT RECORDS POB 11374 BERKELEY CA 94712 
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Check out Shredder’s new releases : The CD debut 
of The McRACKINS from Vancouver. 15 rockin hook 
filled pop-punk tunes. From Japan it’s the debut 4 
song EP from SUNNYCHAR, 2 girls and 3 guys who 
play energetic garage-pop with girl vocals. Coming 
next month, the re-release of “The World’s In 
Shreds” Vol. 2 EP. Mail order through: 
Subterranean, P.O. 2530, Berkeley, CA 94702. 

Also available, Jawbreaker's "Unfun" CD, and Parasites 
"Punch Lines" CD/LP (LP is a limited edition import, so order 
fast!). Parasites also have "Pair” available on LP/CD. We 
still have copies of the Special Forces 7" on colored vinyl, 
and "The World's In Shreds" Volume 5, with Dryrot, Ice Fan, 
and Krupted Peasant Farmerz. Also, a Droogies LP/Cass, 
Jawbreaker's "Busy” 7", "Shreds - Volume 1" 20 song CD 
compilation, and a 4 song EP from Loose Change who play 

East Bay pop-punk that kicks butt! cHjJp FlD PR 
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H»co«cs 



Everything and nothing you've heard 
before from loud distorted guitars and | 
mean hoohs. From the premiere wunderhind! 
to you. 

Dist. by: 

Cargo Records, Chicago 
Sound of California, Long Beach 
Piece of Mind, San Francisco 
Also available direct for 8.00 ppd. from Onset 
Records P.O. Box 1918 Carden Crove, CA 92642 
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extremely loud dischordant explosions of noise 

5 inch ep. 1st 1000 with hand-stamped covers 

mi " 9 S ° 4 : ^>^^eigh, inch ep 


also available: * 

pachinko.deep inside.seven inch 

ninefinger.self titled seven inch (first 100 on clear vinyl) 
still life.self titled seven inch 

none left standing.laura.seven inch (still 50 copies available on white vinyl) 
horace pinker/face to face.split seven inch 

five and seven inches are three dollars postpaid in the u.s. get any two records for five dollars 
add one dollar per record for Canada and add two dollars for each record elsewhere 
send two stamps for a huge mailorder catalog 
checks or money orders payable to Brad Marta 
stores: we deal direct and carry all Wisconsin labels, call 608.259..0403 
nerds: bmmarta@students.wisc.edu 
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This column is about two things — 
noise and a virus. There’s a connection 
there, trust me. 

WARNING:This column does contain 
pseudo-intellectual babble. The Surgeon 
General has found that reading this column 
can cause smoking. Pregnant women and 
people who habitually listen to Erasure will 
be struck dead upon reading this column. 
Scared? You should be. Now read on: 

Recently, I was thinking about the fact 
that I enjoy noise. Really, I do. In fact, a great 
deal of the music I listen to is just noise, 
noise with occasional modulations and 
some shouted vocals. Only fifteen years 
ago, most of the music I listen to would 
have been unacceptable to 99.9999% of the 
population, would have gotten me thrown, 
physically, out of a public place for playing 
it, even on my Walkman. Now, disturbingly 
enough, a surprisingly large amount of it is 
being sung by I 3 year-old girls who seven 
years ago would have been listening to Bon 
Jovi. Bands that would have been dismissed 
with a waive of a gold-ring-wearing, coke¬ 
sniffing, casting-couch-addict’s hand, are now 
selling millions of records. How is it that in a 
period of less than two decades, the taste of 
the American public has changed so dramat¬ 
ically? How did this sudden shift occur 
throughout the nation simultaneously? Do 
you like my use of adverbs? It wasn’t as 
though this was a gradual process—one 
minute these bands were selling ten thou¬ 
sand copies (Helmet and the Offspring 
comes to mind) and the next they were 
selling millions.What happened? 

The most dangerous virus yet detect¬ 
ed by science is a level 4 biogen, the Ebola 
Zaire virus. It has a 90% mortality rate — 
meaning that 9 out of 10 people who are 
exposed to the virus will die.To put that in 
perspective, the Black Plague (which wiped 
out a third of Europe in the fifteenth cen¬ 
tury) has about a 40% mortality rate. And 
Ebola, unlike it’s distant cousin AIDS, kills 
you in about two weeks. Painfully. It 


liquefies your internal organs, decomposing 
you before you die. Your eyeballs fill with 
blood, which also begins oozing out of your 
pores; your brain actually melts, as though 
exposed to extreme heat, like a blowtorch. 
Your tongue sheds, and is sloughed off, as is 
the lining in your throat, colon and stom¬ 
ach. By the time you are dead, you look as 
though you’ve been dead for a month. Oh, 
and you lose your mind during the process, 
as though you had rabies. This virus, like 
many others of almost equal destructive 
power, is hiding in the rain forest of equa¬ 
torial Africa, waiting. Viruses don’t die — 
they’re little machines, waiting for a host to 
find them, waiting for some suitable RNA 
to latch onto. Every day, people come clos¬ 
er to the viruses, as the highways penetrate 
the forests, as the forests are slowly cut 
down, and there are flare-ups. Fifty-five vil¬ 
lages in Zaire were wiped out by Ebola a 
few years back. By many accounts, only a 
military quarantine saved the human popu¬ 
lation of earth from near extinction — for 
it would have only taken one exposed carri¬ 
er to escape from Zaire on a plane to Khar¬ 
toum, then on to Cairo, then on to London. 
It would have taken only one person to 
spread this disease through the six degrees 
of separation that separate us all, cutting a 
broad swathe through the world’s popula¬ 
tion. Every year, we get closer. Every year. 

The music I listen to, and which you 
listen to, has been historically listened to by 
a small bunch of people, maybe 100,000 in 
all, who might be called the bohemian edge. 
They listened to Big Black and Black Flag 
and Scratch Acid and half japanese in the 
‘80s.They listened to Throbbing Gristle and 
the Slits in the seventies, they listened to 
the Velvet Underground and the MC5 in 
the sixties, listened to Stravinsky and Char¬ 
lie Parker and Thelonius Monk before that. 
This music, this noise, was unacceptable to 
the mainstream.This is because there was 
an essential difference between this music 
and, say, Frankie Avalon. Avalon was surface 
level entertainment, meant to soothe, 
meant to put a little pep in yr step. Make 
you feel good.The noise was not supposed 
to make you feel good. It was supposed to 
make you feel a) angry, b) miserable, c) 
intellectually stimulated, or d) some com¬ 
bination of the above.This is quite different 
from the aim of popular art — which is to 


comfort which is why noise is not sup¬ 
posed to be popular.The people want to be 
mollified, fed ear candy, hidden from 
uncomfortable and disturbing things. 

Suddenly, the masses want noise. 

AIDS had a patient zero. A typhoid 
mary. It was a French airline steward, a man 
working for air France who frequented 
prostitutes on four continents. It is believed 
that AIDS spread in the following way: A 
monkey (which is believed to have been the 
original carrier of AIDS) was eaten some¬ 
where in Uganda. Monkeys are a staple 
food in parts of the jungle. This monkey 
was undercooked, and served rare.You can 
taste the monkey better that way. In Ugan¬ 
da, many men use prostitutes. Unfortu¬ 
nately, they a) never wear condoms, and b) 
often have genital sores — open genital 
sores. AIDS rapidly spread through the 
population of western Uganda, and soon 
beyond, as people (including our French 
steward) slept with prostitutes and moved 
on.The steward then flew to New York, and 
to Bangkok, and to Paris. Soon, it was 
everywhere.That’s all it takes — one per¬ 
son. It is estimated that in parts of Kenya 
and Uganda, 70% of the population is 
infected with the HIV virus. Most of them 
are going to die. 

Noise is somehow comforting. When 
you play something that’s genuinely noisy 
— but coherently noisy — you get a rush 
like few other things. Chills up my spine. 
When I listen to Killing Joke’s album “Rev¬ 
elations,” (which sounds nothing like their 
newer, lame stuff), I never get tired of the 
song “We Have Joy” which is an incredibly 
discordant, amazingly noisy song with dis¬ 
turbingly pristine production. When I hear 
it, I think of viruses. I’m not sure if its the 
noise, or the lyrics: 

We were drunk 
intoxicate 
no time for doubt 
no time to wait 

I saw the laughing one — this was the West 
He said take your spear and puncture the flesh 
We have joy. 

Viruses and noise share something, and 
its more than the fact that they are both 
highly infectious, and are indicative of a 
body under siege. But I can’t put my finger 
I on it — and it’s bigger than me. Much big¬ 
ger than me. 

E-mail: Kerosene@aol.com 












If mass murder is punk, then so is 
love. You can take that at face value.This 
isn’t a diatribe in the vein of “I’m a colum¬ 
nist in this here punk zine, see, so I’ve got 
this crush on someone, see, and like you 
give a shit about me, see, because my name 
is mired in a contrast, black/white layout 
on an every-other-month basis.” That’s not 
called a formula for relevance, kids. No, it’s 
not that at all, because love isn’t the won¬ 
derful touchy-feely vibe our latter day 
hippy friends and their modern renditions 
(liberal, sensitive, male,“emo” types who 
consult bisexual women about the ramifi¬ 
cations of blowing Dad, penis inadequacies, 
et. al.) would have us believe. You cannot 
buy the STILL LIFE double album and 
believe what you hear.“Love” as in “getting 
along extra especially well” is criminal, 
insidious, diabolical and a rain brought 
down on Earth as a deadly virus wrought 
from some unseen demonic power to give 
latter day serials like “Thirty-something” 
meaning and Aaron Spelling a career. It is a 
false consciousness created as an incentive 
by Western civilization for office and fast 
food peons to have some small modicum 
of satisfaction (or distraction?) in their dri- 
velous existances. It is, as a certain early 
communist states in the wonderful treatise 
on early post-revolutionary Russian histo¬ 
ry, Red Bread,“being consumed by bour¬ 
geois passion”. It is a marketing gimmick 
which is fine in of itself outside of the fact 
that it institutionalizes boredom and pre¬ 
cludes any ambition outside of white pick¬ 
et fences and Valentine cards. Love, as an 
inevitable consequence implies at some 
point in the game every other emotion in 
the spectrum: heavy on the negative ones 
(hate, jealousy, psychotic dementia, to 
name a few) and easy on things that might 
be useful like balance and rational thought. 
Which sounds pretty punk, you would 
guess, if only love wasn’t typically pursued 
to be “happy, happy, happy” and “warm- 
glow, satisfying, I love that post-coital bliss 


shit, man” and ultimately a stabilizing fac¬ 
tor in one’s life. But life is all about being 
crazy, right? Right? True love, sans trade¬ 
mark, is an intentional blunder into chaos 
and disarray, it is a smile you hold to your 
heart that is sharp enough to cut throats 
with. You hold it to yourself. Passion, by 
necessity of confronting reality head-on, 
forces intellectuals like you and I (yuk,yuk) 
apart from the herd. Consequently, 
Nechaev had it totally fer-sure right on 
when he said that there is room for only 
one passion, and it is the passion for com¬ 
plete and utter revolution. Revolution, not 
like happiness and sunlight but total aboli¬ 
tion of the world at large to make space, 
perhaps, for something newer. A cynical 
mind can only assume that something 
newer MIGHT mean something better. 
Coupling this concept with a line I’m going 
to steal from a book I just read,The Pas¬ 
sion,“Passion is not an emotion, it is a des¬ 
tiny.” My take on things then, is that a 
machine gun in the right place and at the 
right time can articulate more than a Hall¬ 
mark card says in so many words.Take this 
as my Ebullition Records insert for the 
month. Merry Christmas. Get something 
special for Mom this year, why dontcha? 

I. Corrections.The Slint 10” on Touch 
& Go which I was so taken with last col¬ 
umn is actually not two out-takes from 
the “Spiderland” sessions but an out-take 
from the “Tweez” album (when our little 
Kentucky boys were nothing more than a 
Jesus Lizard knock-off) and an out-take 
from the later ambient (read: not Orbital) 
masterpiece “Spiderland”. Nonetheless, its 
still the same wonderful lullaby music all 
us dayglo pasties mourn wistfully to after 
we’ve decided that bands like INDIAN 
SUMMER and POLICY OF 3 are too 
“patriarchal” and “boy” oriented to both¬ 
er with (I’m just clueing you into what’s 
waiting for you after your emo period is 
through). So yeah, basically, I’m the idiot. 
And yes, that very same kitschy combo of 
rockabilly sensibilities met with gruff-faced 
big man,“i’m not a crybaby, honest” yowl- 
ings, “ROWBAR MADDOG”, is actually 
not “ROWBAR MADDOG” (I mean, the 
natural question which would occur to 
you at the point when you read “rowbar” 
is “What’s a rowbar?”, right?) but ROLL- 
BAR MAD DOG (might as well separate 


“mad” and “dog” if we’re going to do this 
right) who are now actually called the 
CREEPERS (also an obscure pub rock band 
apparently, a few notches below SLAUGH¬ 
TER AND THE DOGS on the evolutionary 
scale, but I mean, whatever... BORN 
AGAINST stole their name too, you know, 
it’s a veritable punk rock tradition). So, to 
make this short, I don’t know anything 
about car parts, in this instance referring 
to “rollbar” (thanks goes to Noom New¬ 
man for help in this situation), I just know 
who’s name to drop and when to do it. I 
mean, I’m even wondering now whether 
“roll” and “bar” should be separated or 
not. That’s an indication of where I’m at 
these days, and the story with that one in 
this particular instance. OK? Incidentally, 
Splatterspleen (numero dos) is still in print, 
still available, and still awesome. Write 
Amanda Huron/PO Box 4061 /St. Paul, MN 
55104 and find out what I look like on my 
haunches, dust, sweat and grime, wearing 
sunglasses avec une painted grin on my 
face mes cheres. It’s still all about blatant 
self-promotion in the end.Yes indeed. And 
check THIS out, I was driving around in 
Connecticut for the first time after about 
a year that I had a car and I got along on a 
two lane road, and had only one tape with 
me which was four songs by State College, 
PA’s SAMUEL soon to be released not 
only on aluminum CD, but vinyl record 7” 
(two songs) on Art Monk Construction. 
It’s a little SUPERCHUNK sentiment 
meets the former lead singer and drum¬ 
mer from JUNCTION, a handsome bassist 
Caligula named Dean, and two guitar play¬ 
ers they got to fill in the other spots. I 
never got tired of the tried and true take 
on the ephemeral lives of insects (us mor¬ 
tals) that thematically played into good gui¬ 
tar interplay and awesome vocals. Not a 
bad soundtrack to terror as I drive head- 
on into oncoming traffic on various one¬ 
way streets trying to get my Dad to the 
train station on time for work in duh City. 
So, check it out. 

2. Kids in the Twin Cities are cool 
because they have to be.The littler ones 
are a little cooler. The ska ones you just 
stay away from. So yeah, ska... What’s been 
going on with ska? I could’ve left that as 
some obscure reference that future schol¬ 
ars would puzzle over until the end of 
time, but I’m willing to put myself a little 












on the line here for the sake of clarifying 
my ongoing autobiography that is David 
Hake. All I have to say is that Darwinian 
logic applies to that latter day Caribbean 
beat used as background music for would- 
be shiny, happy people who would club us 
over the head with an obsessive monoto¬ 
nous circus music best used to court good- 
looking skin birds and heads who left “mum 
and dad” for a life of skanking across the 
nation and watching bad TV: I say change is 
essential to survival. “Are we on the dole 
yet, mate?” No. You have been phased out. 
Get a new shtick,get a new look, get a new 
TV show. Get new bands. Get a new idea. 
The Specials were awesome, sure, “I’m a 
parasite, I crawl out at night, blah, blah, blah, 
pick it up, pick it up” how can you beat 
that, right? How can you beat having a 
checker pattern on your lunchbox, your 
car, your girlfriend, or for that matter 
everything? How can you beat wearing a 
suit when you can’t even skaspeculate on a 
skasingle idea not pertaining to ska? Ska. 
Ska. Ska. Ska. Laurel Aitken. Ska. I mean seri¬ 
ously. Need I say more? Who is that guy? 
The Jello Biafra of bad dance music? This 
isn’t even a matter of random writer’s vio¬ 
lence. Because I mean, sure, this issue’s col¬ 
umn is all about hammering a point over 
and over (three times, for each example, 
actually) as a humorous device (yes, you 
guessed it, I do think all the ads and Rev¬ 
erend Norb’s column are the only things 
going for Maximum Rock N’ Roll at this 
juncture) because this is not a threat, this is 
a fucking warning. Die. Now I’ve got my 
token rebel points and get into Lolla- 
palooza free next year (that last part does¬ 
n’t have to be a Will Dandy reference if you 
don’t want it to be). Right. 

3. “Yeah” is the most powerful word 
devised in the long legacy of rock n’ roll- 
history as in “yeah, yeah, yeah” and “yeah, 
yeah, yeah, fuckin’ yeah”. Brilliant. I don’t 
know if TEENGENERATE say “yeah” in 
their cover of “All I Want” on their latest 
10” on Sympathy For The Record Industry, 
but it’s worth checking out all the same. A 
whole album is slated to arrive in our 
domestic market straight from the shores 
of Honshu any day now. Look for it on 
Crypt, who showcase, additionally, the 
NEW BOMB TURKS, also having a new 
album just released within a week of this 
author’s writing.They definitely say “yeah” 


a lot, and hence to speak to us all on a level 
which transcends your rudimentary three- 
chord, two-chord punk situation. Speaking 
about this garage rock thing for a moment, 

I have to say that I think it’s good only in so 
far as it’s homework for the next big thing 
we have coming to us any day now. Der 
ueberpunk or some such a thing, you 
know? An example of something which 
does not qualify is homework, I’m sad to 
say, is very likely STRIFE’S new album “One 
Truth” on Victory Records. As Fang put it in 
his own nonsensical poetry, “What is the 
deal with these kids who haven’t gotten 
out of puberty singing like they’ve been 
pre-pubescent for twenty years?” The neo¬ 
macho, Metallica inspired “Slipping”, how¬ 
ever is almost as good as the Ray & Porcell 
project 7” on the weird-o-meter. I mean, I 
could write a column on what’s going on 
with this record discourse wise, but it is no 
SNAPCASE or UNBROKEN, no sir. So 
we’ll let it go for now. Back to the crux, 
let’s just put all the cards out on the table 
for a moment. “Punk” doesn’t mean shit, 
because, like “love”, it is a marketing gim- 
mick.Tim Yohannon definitely has it right 
on when it comes to the “it must rock 
department”, his only failing, and I don’t 
mean to downplay it because it is a fairly 
crucial one, is that if we’re ever going to get 
back to relevant, down-home screaming 
and yelling which you can sink your teeth, 
your hairs standing on end all the while, 
you have to consider all the possibilities, 
and who’s to say where it will come from 
next? It’s like I said in my first column for 
Punk Planet, I don’t have any preconceived 
ideas about how something “cool” should 
come off.What we call“punk” is in fact just 
the most recent manifestation of a perva¬ 
sive chaotic theme of confusion and disar¬ 
ray throughout history. It’s not a scene, it’s 
not a label, it’s not a band, it’s not a person, 
it’s an essence. No review policy in the 
world is going to anticipate that, certainly 
no forty-year old hack who wouldn’t 
review an EARTH CRISIS record if it bit 
him. The sexuality of a life which is truly 
lived is inherent in the abrasive aesthetic. It 
wears many faces and is known across all 
genres and all times. It is evasive and it’s out 
there (like Jason from Friday the 13th). No 
one owns it, no one ever will. 

4.“Guns don’t kill people. Felix does” 


GET YOUR OWN SHIRT NOW. Felix? 
Come on! This refers to the illustrious 
Felix Von Havoc (not the best-supporting 
actor in the Spike Anarchy series of 
Lawrence Livermore penmanship, but the 
guy who roofs buildings for a living and gets 
in a regular fist fight with the Extreme 
Noise cash register every Sunday). Said 
shirt depicts Felix in traditional pirate gear 
(automatic weaponry in tow) taken straight 
from the pages of said sir’s controversial 
article in Profane Existance, compelling 
Kent McClard to equate our favorite crusty 
tabloid with the NRA and other good stuff. 
Send $7 post-paid, with note specifying size 
to: Bill Boulger/PO Box 401 16/St. Paul, MN 
55104. Getting to the point, there is a rea¬ 
son why I bring up our favorite little guy 
with the tough pipes and monster trucks 
because he got it right when he said that 
most column writing is lackluster and 
“more simplistic and condescending than 
most Krishna propaganda I’ve read”. I real¬ 
ly cringe at most writing in the under¬ 
ground which is an exercise, from what I 
can tell, in vicariously living out the ideas 
and concepts of some hero of theirs that 
said x, y, and z somewhere between ten 
years ago to the very near present. Most 
people today who write columns do not 
have anything important, or more signifi¬ 
cantly, interesting to say about anything (as 
for me I’ve got friends to make, and stuff to 
sell, if nothing else). They exist purely 
because the underground once had people 
who had something to say in it, and now, 
we could wrongly assume in this ritualistic 
afterglow from that limelight of however 
many years ago (pick your golden era), that 
all the important things that could be said, 
have been said. The simple truth is that 
after twenty years of punk rock there are 
some important things that should be reit¬ 
erated to get us back in sync with that 
great chaotic spirit in the sky, otherwise 
there needs to be a very thorough trashing 
of old heroes who really don’t speak to this 
situation we’re in (whatever it is), and 
maybe never have. It’s up to you to decide 
what that means in specific details, but it’s 
true all the same. I don’t believe in any 
political ideologies (aren’t you proud of 
me?), I don’t have faith in any religions, I 
only believe that life doesn’t make sense, 
and that it shouldn’t. I don’t believe in anar¬ 
chy, I believe in doing stuff, I don’t eat apple 
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pie, not as any political statement against 
patriotic sentiments (being alive and stupid 
in America is statement enough), and I 
don’t actually, honestly, give much of a 
thought to GREEN DAY. I mean to digress 
for a moment, what is the deal with this 
band? Just drop it. It’s like the whole NIR¬ 
VANA thing, they began as a vacuous pop 
band, and they’ll end as one. Nothing lost, 
nothing gained. Kids buy their 7” records 
to hang on their walls. I don’t really know 
why.They can, at times, make 120 Minutes 
a little more tolerable or laborious, 
depending upon what video it is, but oth¬ 
erwise there isn’t a whole lot to say. I don’t 
think much about Maximum Rock N’ Roll, 
again, outside of reading ads and Reverend 
Norb’s column, and wondering when we’ll 
get to name our columns and have inter¬ 
esting graphic logos accompany them. And 
finally, hopefully outside of diatribes aimed 
at achieving a certain obvious effect with 
my readership, the kids, I don’t think much 
about you. Got it? Good. 

David Hake / P.O. Box 4061 / St. Paul, 
MN 55104 / dhake@macalstr.edu 


When safety-pin jewelry entered the 
mainstream, I was washing dishes in a pre¬ 
tentious, vermin-ridden waterfront restau¬ 
rant, waiting for the next great American 
novel to light upon my imagination and 
flow out my pores like so much Saturday 
night sweat. Maybe people wore Doc Mar¬ 
tins in the factories of England—I had yet 
to hear of them. I owned a pair of deep 
purple converse high tops. At that time, 
such a thing was rare. I got them for five 
dollars at a tiny rural shoe outlet that I 
barely remember, that feels like a secret in 
my memory, as if I were blindfolded on the 
way there and back. In any case, although I 
cherished those fine sneakers, grape-juice 
colored, size 7 and a half, I also subjected 
them daily to the dread “dish rot” (a shoe¬ 
eating virus associated with restaurant 
kitchens) and they literally disintegrated 
within a year. 


According to the informal manifesto 
upheld by my friends and I, people who 
worried about hair and spent money on 
clothes were fascists, plain and simple. 
Girls in my town were starting to turn up 
with glam punk hairstyles and pretty inky- 
black jeans. Boys with perfect lime-green 
mohawks were bumming cigarettes off me 
on the street. I flinched at the sight of 
their beautiful clear skins and Aryan pro¬ 
files. I never refused anyone a cigarette, 
but in these cases I was tempted. Before 
I’d quit school, I’d walked the gray, sterile 
halls with girls and boys that belonged to 
this species.This species and my own did 
not associate. I was thoroughly miserable 
in their company. I still don’t understand 
how some of those boys managed to be 
teacher’s pets while they were also ter¬ 
rorizing retarded kids in the hallways and 
snapping the shyest girls’ bra straps and 
calling them cunts.The female members of 
the species were a bit more subtle, but 
not much. Just watch the movie Heathers 
for specific examples.To be trapped on a 
daily basis with these sneering, bootlicking, 
vacuous brats eventually became more 
than I could take. For this and a number of 
other reasons (such as I was missing 
about two years of phys ed) I quit school 
as soon as it seemed barely feasible.This 
turned out to be my sixteenth birthday. 

After leaving school, I sort of found a 
crowd, and not surprisingly my new 
friends turned out to be kind of punk. 
One of them had a bootleg record of Patti 
Smith singing You Light Up My Life, and 
that just about covered it as far as I was 
concerned. My favorite local band was 
called The Idols. They pushed their stuff 
around from gig to gig in shopping carts 
and played amazing three-chord originals 
and perfectly chosen Stooges and Velvet 
Underground covers. I associated punk 
with drinking cheap beer, sleeping on park 
benches, puking in bushes and getting all 
your clothes at thrift stores or from 
dumpsters. In those respects, I qualified 
easily. Hanging around with people who 
thought it was cool to be angry and dirty 
and sick was an enormous relief to me. Of 
course we all lied and stole from each 
other. No heartwarming teen flick to be 
gleaned from this. I don’t even feel nostal¬ 
gic about it. 


Nevertheless, when Barbie and Ken 
decided to be punk, it hit me like a betray¬ 
al. Big time. How dare they? What 
did they have to be angry about? The 
whole world was kissing their ass, I 
thought.Were they just trying to be cool? 
To piss off their parents? I tried to scare 
them with my million-dollar sneer but 
either the lure of my Camel straights was 
too much for them or they were just too 
dense to notice that I was trying to kill 
them with my eyelids. I hated them 
because they lived with their parents and 
went to school and only did drugs on the 
weekend. A few night’s sleep and a trip to 
the hairdresser and they could have made 
a pretty show at the goddamn junior 
prom. Plus I hated them for all the other 
obvious reasons. 

When ten years later I found myself 
scholarshipped onto the quaint New Eng- 
land°campus of a very affluent liberal arts 
college, I was only a little bit surprised to 
see Barbie and Ken decked out in biker 
jackets and Doc Martins.Their Docs came 
in a mind-boggling array of patterns and 
colors. Some of the kids who worked at 
the radio station had hair,you know,green 
and spiked and what not. They bummed 
smokes off me too, though I was on wel¬ 
fare, and wore beautiful holes in their 
clothes. I grant you, some of them became 
my friends. But I was not drawn to them as 
a group. When graduation day arrived, I 
was nauseated to see that those few with 
the weird hair had somehow fixed it for 
the big weekend, and now could hardly be 
found in a crowd. I hate to sound self- 
righteous, but I guess it’s too late. Especial¬ 
ly since I’m wearing a pair of Docs myself 
right now. A clear case of Doc-in-mouth 
disease. 

They bugged me. But I didn’t hate 
them. I don’t know if that means I’ve 
matured or gotten complacent I don’t care 
as much as I used to about whether peo¬ 
ple “rip off” or “sell out” punk, because it’s 
not a life-and-death thing to me now. 
When I was sixteen, punk wasn’t a fashion 
statement. It was the only thing that made 
sense. It was something, finally, that made 
sense. It didn’t involve $125 shoes or 
squeaky new leather coats, or college. 

Last year, around my birthday, my 
mother said, “I know you want some of 
those big ugly shoes, right?” She counts her 
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blessings that I don’t have a pierced eye¬ 
brow, I’m sure. I took her up on her offer 
to buy me a pair. I swear, though, that I did 
it because I’m on my feet at work all day and 
I’d heard that’s what they’re for. But really, 
they weigh a ton and I don’t really think it’s 
working.Whatever it is they’re supposed to 
do. I have a few pairs of Converse high-tops, 
but not purple. I have not written a novel. I 
tell myself I don’t want to, but am not sure I 
can (attention-span and brain-cell problems, 
not enough time, etc.). A girl I graduated 
with (she was my age, couldn’t believe any of 
it was happening either) gave me a tape of 
that old Patti Smith boot that I loved so 
much, and it still inspires. 

Of the punk kids that I see in the town 
I live in now, there are a few that I think are 
like I was. It isn’t just boredom (the bureau¬ 
cracy’s latest explanation for everything 
from low test scores to arson) or that they 
come from “broken homes’’ (whatever the 
hell that means). It’s that they don’t fit and 
won’t fit, that maybe someone has tried to 
ram them into the hole they’re supposed 
to fit in and maybe they’ve tried to ram 
themselves into it. But it’ll never happen. I 
smile when I see them and I know they 
think I’m laughing at them. I know they also 
probably wash my plates when I go out to 
eat (which is rare). I know they probably 
also think I’m a fascist. I’d give them ciga¬ 
rettes to prove that I’m not, but I don’t 
even smoke anymore. So I just smile at 
them because I’m glad to see them, and let 
them think what they want. 



I started this column confused. I knew 
I wanted to write something about intoler¬ 
ance; in particular the sort that causes peo¬ 
ple to join a lynching. It’s not as abstract as 
it sounds, because it happens all the time. 
It’s just not usually seen or described in 
those terms. 

Anyhow, it sounded like a good topic, 
and it’s something I’ve been thinking about 
for a while; but when I sat down to write 


about it I just didn’t know what to say. I 
tried all my amateur-writer’s tricks. I made 
lists. I wrote outlines. I put it off until 
tomorrow. Nothing seemed to work. 

Meanwhile this picture was growing in 
the back of my mind somewhere, and it 
looked REAL nasty.The trouble I was hav¬ 
ing with my writing turned out to be sim¬ 
ply that I just didn’t want to look at what I 
was seeing. And what I was seeing was a 
whole bunch of very scary parallels 
between “us” and “them.” The tools we use 
to convince ourselves that we’re right are 
the same ones that groups like the Reli¬ 
gious Right use. 

I guess another part of my unwilling¬ 
ness to see what I was seeing was based on 
the mythology of punkness that attracted 
me in the first place. Here’s a bunch of peo¬ 
ple who choose to be different, who are 
not willing to accept the choices that soci¬ 
ety has made for them, who want to live 
life on their own terms. And more: people 
who take the time to actually think about 
things that are simply accepted by the 
masses, and who have the knowledge and 
common sense to make BETTER choices 
than most people. 

Too bad it’s a crock of shit that we’re 
feeding ourselves. 

A couple of stories to illustrate. A 
while back, somebody on AOL tried a little 
game. He went into one of the chat rooms 
and hung out for a while.Then he left, came 
back a few minutes later using a different 
name, and proceeded to tear the guy who 
left (himself) to bits. Everybody else joined 
in, agreeing that the guy was a total asshole. 
The first guy hadn’t done anything, of 
course, but that didn’t seem to matter. 
After a while he left again and came back as 
the first guy, and promptly got pounded 
into the ground. 

I would kind of discount a story like 
that, except that a similar thing happened to 
me. I posted something in a folder (on AOL 
again), making a reference to someone else. 
That person misread my comment and 
took offense. No biggie so far. But what 
happened next is that everyone else jumped 
on the bandwagon and started whipping 
each other into this frenzy of condemna¬ 
tion. It was really quite breathtaking, based 
as it was on an obvious mistake, one that 
was right there for everyone to see. 


The common thread in these two sto¬ 
ries is that the people involved base their 
beliefs entirely on the beliefs of others. 
They don’t want to go to the trouble of 
making up their own mind.They willingly 
turn that task over to anyone who spins an 
appealing tale. And they’ll do so even in the 
face of evidence that plainly contradicts the 
beliefs they are being fed. 

Let’s look at one of the most popular 
belief systems that has evolved in the past 
couple of decades: the mythology sur¬ 
rounding the ecology movement. We all 
have a lot of vague, but very deep-rooted 
ideas about what is “good for the planet” 
and what is bad. Virtually all of them have 
been taught to us; few are the result of per¬ 
sonal observation and few are verifiable. In 
plain English: we can’t tell whether we are 
being fed a load of recycled shit, and most 
of us have never stopped to wonder. 

The movement has reached a critical 
mass, so it is virtually impossible to escape. 
Grade school kids are taught that recycling 
is good; they aren’t taught why, except in 
the terms dictated by the movement, and 
they certainly aren’t taught to question the 
validity of recycling. 

Zillions of products have been tied to 
the “green” movement, however tenuous¬ 
ly; self-declared “green” products sell bet¬ 
ter than “other colors”, because people just 
KNOW that they are better. Paper bags 
are made from a renewable resource and 
are recyclable and biodegradable. Plastic 
bags are also recyclable and take up less 
precious landfill space. Almost nobody 
mentions carrying a reusable cloth mesh 
bag, which is what everybody does in 
Europe. And NOBODY asks whether any 
of this really matters. 

Do you recycle your plastic bottles? 
Does it make you feel good that you do? 
Do you feel guilty when you don’t? Think 
about this: it uses energy to collect, sort, 
wash, transport, and reprocess those bot¬ 
tles into some new product.Those plastic 
bottles are made out of oil and coal, which 
together are the source of most of our 
energy these days. Is the process of recy¬ 
cling them costing more energy than it 
takes to make new ones? Has anyone you 
trust shown you the math? Do you care 
enough to study it? How valuable to you is 
the rightous pleasure you get from helping 
save the environment? 
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Here’s another one: a “bad” way to 
get rid of those plastic bottles is to burn 
them to generate electricity. Yet nobody 
questions the burning of billions of gallons 
of oil to generate electricity, and plastic 
bottles are made from oil.Which is better? 
Can you tell whether you are more con¬ 
cerned with justifying your beliefs or with 
finding the answer? Does it make you 
uncomfortable to think that there might 
not be a simple right or wrong answer? 

Back in the sixties one of the catch 
phrases was “question authority”. It got 
mangled along the way into a blind mistrust 
of authority, and the original wisdom has 
been lost. At the same time, the nature and 
source of authority itself has been effec¬ 
tively obscured. It’s not parents, teachers, 
and cops anymore; the new power lies with 
special interest groups and public relations 
spinmeisters. It’s a lot easier for them to 
exercise their power over you if they can 
get you to believe. And they have learned 
that they don’t even have to be very good 
at it, because you WANT to believe. 

I’ve tried to skewer a few beliefs in 
this column that seem to me to deserve 
it—not because I necessarily think they are 
without merit, but because they are 
bought, whole and without question, by 
the public at large. If you felt a little angry, 
a little defensive maybe, it just might be 
because your own unexamined beliefs have 
been threatened a bit. 

Getting back to my earlier statement: 
how, you ask, are we like the Religious 
Right? Well, we may not have God on our 
side like they do, but think about this: they 
KNOW they are right. [How often do 
you?] They all believe basically the same 
thing, not because they’ve figured it out for 
themselves, but because somebody told 
them it was right and they bought it. 
[Don’t punks share a common set of 
beliefs?] They have a common enemy — 
people who are different from them. [Who 
are our enemies?] If you debate them on 
anything, you get the same arguments over 
and over, because those are the arguments 
they’ve been taught. [Read a years’ worth 
of MRR letters columns.] And they get 
REAL mad if you threaten their beliefs. 

Now, think about someone arguing 
against you on issues like these and see if 
you can imagine getting defensive about 
any of them:Veganism. Not selling out. HIV 


doesn’t cause AIDS. Capitalism is a failed 
experiment Help the homeless. Rollins is 
a corporate puppet. [That was for Larry.] 
Straight edge. Save the rainforest. Rush 
Limbaugh is evil. 

If none of those did the trick, think of 
some of your own beliefs, and you’ll turn 
up some unexamined ones. We all have 
them — it’s part of being human I guess. 
Learn to recognize that feeling of defen¬ 
siveness, and you’ll soon be able to tell 
when people are filling YOUR mind with 
THEIR ideas. 



So Dan wants me to write a column 
for PeePee. Hmm. About two months ago, 
I started writing a column about college 
but since the back to school issue was out 
about two or four months ago, it’s a little 
too late for that. I don’t particularly want 
to write about what punk means to me or 
why my parents suck so let’s start with a 
little introduction. I’m Kim, 5’3”, I 10 lbs, 
full-blooded Korean, 18 years old. I’m 
attending the University of Illinois at 
Urbana-Champaign and will be for about 
the next five years which means I’ll be 
paying off student loans for about thirty 
years following my graduation. I’m pretty 
interesting, eh? Moving right along, since 
there have been no pressing political 
issues on my mind as of late and since 
Thanksgiving has just passed us by, I sup¬ 
pose I’ll derive the theme for this column 
from events that happened over Thanks¬ 
giving break and the thoughts that were 
running around in my little head. 

Because Thanksgiving means “turkey 
dinner” to me, I really didn’t think about 
what Thanksgiving should signify. I didn’t 
give thanks at all on Thursday and I would 
like to make up for that but I will do it 
silently so as not to bore all you short- 
attention-spanned generation x-ers out 
there. However, I DID actually spend time 
with my family, something that most youn- 
guns do reluctantly. However unPR it is, I 


actually enjoy spending time with my fam¬ 
ily (that is, when my sister isn’t blaring 
Pearl Jam or asking me which bands are on 
Epitaph). On Saturday, my mother, her sis¬ 
ter and her family, and I went out to dinner 
at my favorite Korean restaurant (which, 
incidentally, was robbed recently. Perhaps 
the influence of Pulp Fiction?).While stuff¬ 
ing my face with unheard of amounts of 
food, I was pondering the institution of the 
family, mine in particular, of course and the 
importance of culture. My sister was glar¬ 
ingly absent, preferring instead to go shop¬ 
ping on Belmont with her alternative 
friends. Putting it crudely, she is like a 
twinkie, yellow on the outside, white on 
the inside. She is also at the fun age of six¬ 
teen when all that matters is looking cool 
and having fun.Though I suppose I am not 
quite past that age myself, I have never lost 
touch with reality quite the way she has. I 
have always cared for my family and have 
enjoyed spending time with them 
(although the traditional let’s-go-to-Michi- 
gan-every-holiday-in-the-goddamn-stink- 
ing-calendar routine is irritating at times). 
My sister, however, sees family time as a 
rude intrusion into her personal life. I have 
always enjoyed Korean food whereas she 
didn’t even know how to use chopsticks 
until she was in junior high. My sister 
knows very little Korean and couldn’t read 
it even if it meant a date with Eddie Vedder. 
She, all in all, seems to bear a permanent 
shield against culture. 

The reasons behind this loss of inter¬ 
est in Korean heritage affect her in other 
ways as well. Because she is at that age 
where looking cool and having fun are her 
only goals, she views the family as an 
obstacle in her life.When I come home to 
visit from college, she doesn’t think that 
her big sister is going to be around to 
spend time with her, she thinks of it as her 
big sister taking off all the time and using 
the car. When we all go out to dinner, it’s 
not a chance to enjoy a meal with her fam¬ 
ily but less time for her to listen to Smash¬ 
ing Pumpkins and buy records at Reckless. 
Obviously, this is a phenomenon I view as 
a mild tragedy. Unfortunately, there is 
nothing I can really do to resolve this. Her 
friends have the ultimate influence on her. 
Alas, cest la vie. Oh well. 

Next on my list o’ fun: computer 
geeks. Over about the past year or so, I’ve 













been working a lot on computers (mostly 
Macs) and have been turning into a mild 
computer geek. Since I’ve come to school 
here I’ve gotten an e-mail account and a job 
selling computers and software. Scary. I’ve 
also been introduced to a wonderful, addic¬ 
tive, and mind-numbing program: the IRC 
(Inter Related Chat). On the IRC, for those 
of you that don’t know, you can talk to 
people from all over the world on different 
channels that can be created at any time by 
anyone who has access to the IRC. Being at 
a major university, all access to IRC, Mosa¬ 
ic, and e-mail is free. While computers are 
great in that they provide free communica¬ 
tion (the concept, by the way, was begun by 
the US military. Hmmm...), it can be 
extremely addictive and detrimental to 
one’s social and academic life. 

Take my friend Colleen as a particular¬ 
ly lucid example. Within weeks of being on 
the IRC, she has received a number of 
bizarre sexual propositions including a 
request for her to take one fellow’s virgin¬ 
ity and another being a guy who asked her 
if she wanted to hear him cum on the 
phone. She has met several of these IRC 
prowlers, most of whom are amiable 
enough on a computer monitor but barely 
tolerable in real life. 

One night while my honey Shane was 
in town visiting, Colleen called me and 
asked if we wanted to come over to her 
room and watch Reservoir Dogs. She told 
me that two guys she had met on the IRC 
were over. Shane and I walked over and 
settled back to enjoy the movie. Before our 
eyes were even accustomed to the dark¬ 
ness, one of the fellows exploded with wild, 
hysterical laughter. “OH, THIS PART IS 
SOOOOOOOOOO NASTY!” Right 
before the scene where Tim Roth is prac¬ 
ticing the commode story, Mr. Funnyboy 
informed us, “PAY ATTENTION TO THIS 
PART THIS IS REALLLLLLLLY IMPOR¬ 
TANT.” Two minutes later, “HO HO HO 
HO! HA HA!” I’m sure you can paint the 
rest of the picture. Mr. Funnyboy’s friend, 
who was in college but looked like he was 
twelve, made not a peep throughout the 
movie. As for the other two stories, the 
sexual ones, Colleen actually met the guy 
that wanted her to take his virginity. He 
somehow found out where she lived and 
decided to drop by on a Friday night. Him 
and his friend burst raucously into her 


room and proceeded to fill the night air 
with their boisterous voices and manly 
whoops.“Gawdamn! I can’t believe it’s ten 
o’ clock and I’m not drunk yet!” “Where’s 
all the gawdamn bars around here?!” “Ever 
been to Murphy’s? Dey’ve got ALL da hot 
chicks!” The other guy was from Arizona 
or New Mexico or something like that and 
she was talking to him on the phone. “So, 
ya wanna hear me cum?” Colleen, of 
course, thought he was joking and said 
sure, she wanted to hear him cum, ha ha. 
According to Colleen, he then began to 
moan and pant over the phone for a few 
minutes until he had an orgasm. Needless 
to say, she hasn’t spoken to him since and 
just puts him on ignore whenever she is on 
the IRC.Thankfully, she l#s been on less 
and less frequently since realizing after sev¬ 
eral disastrous encounters that she may 
not want to talk to a helluvalot of these 
people in real life. My mind, I think, is 
already made up. Keep in mind that she 
met all of these people on channel #punk. 
Hmmm. Well, homework calls and I have 
absolutely nothing else to write about (my 
life is largely uninteresting so I like to write 
about other people’s lives). See you next 
time. 

k-bae@ux5.cso.uiuc.edu or you can 
write and/or order my zine Nice Hair 
($ 1.50 ppd or $ I +2 stamps, see PP #3 for 
the review) at URH 122 Saunders * 906 W. 
College Ct. * Urbana, IL 61801 Smell ya. 



It’s deadline time and The Big Kahuna 
(that’s what we call Dan around the Punk 
Planet office) is barking for my column, and 
I don’t have a damn thing to write about 
this month. So I’m going to do what rock 
critics always do when they don’t have any¬ 
thing else to do - gossip and tell a lot of 
dumb jokes. 

Q: How many members of Green Day 
does it take to change a light bulb? 

A: One. Billie Joe holds the bulb and the 
world revolves around him. 


Ouch! There’s obviously a lot of mixed 
feelings about Green Day’s meteoric suc¬ 
cess. On the one hand, here they are, after 
already playing Lollapalooza and Wood- 
stock, booking arena tours and playing the 
kind of venues you usually associate with 
Motley Crue and the Rolling Stones. On 
the other hand, they’ve made a concerted 
effort in keeping ticket prices down to $15 
or less, and they even managed to getTick- 
etmaster to cooperate — something even 
Pearl Jam couldn’t pull off. And while they 
are playing arenas, they also made sure that 
Pansy Division got on the bill, so all those 
redneck yahoo trendy-assed instant 
punkers who discovered slam dancing last 
summer when they went to their first Lol¬ 
lapalooza are going to get a taste of catchy 
pornographic queercore along with their 
“Basket Case” and “Longview.” 

Here’s some behind the scenes poop 
on the band. After doing a kazillion inter¬ 
views, Green Day announced they weren’t 
doing any more (and then broke their own 
rule to be on the cover of Rolling Stone.) 
The band enlisted their friend Ben Weasel 
(of Screeching Weasel fame) to be their 
Official Spokesman, so whenever some 
daily newspaper hack or rock-critic scum 
from a regional alternative weekly called 
Warner Bros, for a Green Day interview, 
they got to interview Ben instead. Now, 
Ben likes talking about himself about as 
much as anybody, but he hates talking to 
idiots - and that includes most music writ¬ 
ers, unfortunately - so he quickly got tired 
of the gig. 

So my friend Jim DeRogatis, of the 
Chicago Sun Times (who is a very good 
rock critic, one of the few with such an 
important job) hit upon an idea: If he could¬ 
n’t interview Green Day when they came 
to Chicago, how about letting Ben Weasel 
do it? And, at the same time, let Green Day 
interview Ben about his feelings on all this 
major label sellout garbage and the current 
state of Punk Rock. Brilliant idea. At first, 
Green Day jumped at the idea.Then their 
label balked and their manager didn’t like 
the idea, and Green Day gave in and backed 
off.Then Ben whined and the band changed 
their minds again. But it never happened. 
Too bad. It would have been a great piece. 

And what about Mr. Weasel? There 
have been a lot of rumors floating around, 
and from what I’ve read in Underdog Zine 











and some other fanzines, even the folks in 
Chicago aren’t sure what’s going on. So 
here’s the skinny. Screeching Weasel have 
indeed broken up, although there will be at 
least one more album—a compilation 
composed of out-of-print singles, outtakes, 
demos, and whatnot. Ben already has a 
“new” band called The Riverdales 
(Riverdale was Archie and Jughead’s home 
town) who will be on Lookout Records, 
and the lineup is - surprise - two-thirds ex- 
Screeching Weasels: Ben on guitar and 
vocals, Danny Panic on drums, and Dan 
Vapid Schaefer on bass. Ben’s original con¬ 
ception of the band had at least one female 
member, but that didn’t work out.The only 
missing ex-Weasel is John Jughead, who 
had originally wanted to leave music and 
concentrate on his theater career - John is 
a talented playwright and actor. But last I 
heard, Johnny was putting together a new 
band too. 

The Queers, whose career got a 
major kick in the butt when Ben Weasel 
took them under his wing, are doing great, 
and recently recorded a new album at 
Sonic Iguana Studios in Indianapolis with 
the very talented Mass Giorgini.The band 
was approached by Epitaph Records, but 
Joe King told me he had no intention of 
leaving Lookout. “Hey man,” Joe said, 
“Lookout took us out of the gutter when 
nobody knew who we were. It wouldn’t be 
right to leave.” Besides, Lookout isn’t the 
slapdash DIY operation it used to be.After 
raking in all that cash selling their Green 
Day back catalog, the label has hired its 
first full-time publicity person, and every 
new Lookout release now goes out to a 
big-time mailing list of radio stations, 
fanzines, magazines, and newspapers, along 
with a bio and photo. Just like a “real” 
record label. (If for some reason you find 
something wrong with that, let me give you 
the words of Mr. Oh-So-Punk-Rock Ben 
Weasel on the matter:“It’s about time!”) 

Wanna hear a good Rancid story? 
When the band was on tour with the Off¬ 
spring last fall, their tour came around to 
NYC. Somewhere along the line, Rancid 
had buddied up with Sick Of It All, the old- 
school NY/HC band, and if you know any¬ 
thing about old school NY hardcore, you 
know those guys have a total posse men¬ 
tality. So SOIA and Rancid became insepa- 
rable (the band even got on stage and did 


a song during Rancid’s encores at several 
gigs.) Anyway, who shows up at the NYC 
gig but Madonna (!!!), surrounded of 
course by an entire entourage of her own 
(although I imagine they looked a little dif¬ 
ferent from the tattooed lunkheads in 
SOIA.) Imagine it: Rancid and Sick Of It 
All, all these big, burly guys with nothing 
but muscle, sweat, mean scowly faces, 
leather studs up the wazoo, and they’re 
backstage, and Madonna is there checking 
out the band. 

So what happens? I got this straight 
from Rancid’s road manager, Gentleman 
Jim Norton: “It was the most incredible 
thing I ever saw.All these dudes were lined 
up against the wall like little boys at their 
first seventh grade dance, their mouths 
hanging open, drool running down on the 
floor, staring across the room, and all of 
them afraid to walk up to Madonna and 
say hello.” 

And just a year ago, right after word 
got out that Green Day had signed to 
Reprise,Tim “Lint” Armstrong was saying 
to me,“Jim, I’d never sign to a major label.” 
And all I know is that I don’t know nuthin’. 


Karen 


Finally I don’t have to panic, scram¬ 
bling around looking for something to 
write about. I can just write about the 
biggest thing happening to me right now, 
which is, I’m moving to fucking Michigan. 

That’s not a slam on Michigan, the 
state or its people. It just seems weird to 
me that of all places, that’s where I am 
moving. (It wasn’t my choice; I’m going 
with someone who has a reason for mov¬ 
ing there and I want to tag along). I’ve 
wanted to move out of California for a 
long time, but in a vague sort of way. I 
guess I was thinking more along the lines 
of the Pacific Northwest, Canada, or even 
Europe. But...fucking Detroit, Michigan! I 
was born and raised in Southern Califor¬ 
nia and have lived in several of its cities— 
Los Angeles, San Juan Capistrano/San 


Clemente, Santa Barbara, Irvine (scary!), 
and now, San Diego. I’ve lived in downtown 
cities and small beach towns, in big houses 
with lots of people and in small roach- 
infested one-room apartments. I’ve gone 
to three of the UC campuses and four 
community colleges (still proudly holding 
no degree). I’ve lived through countless 
Santa Ana winds, brush fires, and earth¬ 
quakes, meeting surfer boys (those saltwa¬ 
ter baths make for really soft skin), arms 
dealers, Cholos, bodybuilders (yuk), bikers, 
Hollywood heroin junkies, car-phoned yup¬ 
pies, wanna-been hippies, flighty actresses 
and ultra-vain actors (not stereotypes), all 
in the bright unrelenting sunshine. Still, as 
much as I curse SoCal, it’s the only place I 
know. It will be strange to live in a cold cli¬ 
mate (I don’t even own a heavy coat or 
warm boots); I’m afraid of being stuck 
inside all winter. I am also afraid that every¬ 
one in the Midwest is a beer-swilling foot- 
ball-crazed top-40 listener. But since I 
found out I was moving to Detroit, I’ve 
found a lot of friendly people who have 
offered to show me around and have been 
assuring me that there are bands, there are 
clubs, there IS life after California. 

Reasons to be glad I’m moving out of 
California: 

1. Tans will not be popular. 

2. Less Deadheads and general Cali¬ 
fornia dude-types (none, if I’m lucky). 

3. More clouds and rain (really, don’t 
laugh; bright sun every day is really annoy¬ 
ing after awhile). 

4. College radio stations that come in 
without cable (even the ones on cable in 
San Diego are so crappy they constantly 
fade in and out). 

5. Bigger house, cheaper rent. 

6. Better selection at the thrift stores. 

7. Better public transportation (?) I’m 
not sure if they have good public transport 
in Detroit or not, but anything’s got to be 
better than the complete lack of it in 
SoCal. Pathetic! 

8. Less attitude (I hope). 

9. More cool old buildings. 

10. Non-Californians will be better 
drivers. I’m not sure if this is really true or 
just a myth, but I’m sure hoping it’s true! 
Last week, I was thinking of this column, 
formulating it in my head as I was driving 
on the freeway at rush hour. I got off at my 
exit and still daydreaming, heard a big 










A 




screech and then a crash and an explosion 
of breaking glass. I whipped my head 
around and saw a guy get rear ended real¬ 
ly hard, sending his car careening out of the 
lane. I was up too far on the on-ramp to 
see any more at that point, but my heart 
was pounding.That car was RIGHT where 
I would have been if I hadn’t gotten off the 
freeway. The accident happened right as I 
was thinking about how shitty everyone 
drives around here! Here, everyone’s in a 
big hurry and tries to force their way past, 
safe or not. No one stops for pedestrians, 
let alone other cars, even when they have a 
stop sign or a red light, they don’t stop. And 
the more expensive the car, the more rude 
the driver. I am so damn sick of manicured 
moms in Beemers backing out of their 
parking spaces without looking first; of 
blowdried men in Corvettes flashing their 
lights at me as if we’re on the Autobahn 
and I’m going too slow at 80mph. May they 
all die in horrible fiery crashes! 

I guess I don’t need to give myself rea¬ 
sons to want to live elsewhere. I’m sure I’ll 
like it okay and will find new friends and 
new things to do. It can’t be all dirty slush 
and smokestacks, and it can’t be any more 
conservative than San Diego for god’s sake! 
It doesn’t really matter, because by the time 
you read this, I’ll already be there. 

(Write to me if you’re from Ml to tell 
me about bands, clubs, etc. PLEASE! — see 
the Detroit PO Box at the front of the 
mag, or e-mail me: fisherino@aol.com). 


Larry 
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Spike Goes To London (And Sees The Queen) 
One of the few times in my life that I get 
any peace and quiet is when I’m in London. I 
don’t know many people there, and those 
that I do are typical English people: too busy 
being modest, self-effacing, neurotic or eccen¬ 
tric to go out of their way to bother me. 

What’s more, most of the people back 
in the USA who feel it their duty to com¬ 
plicate my existence are either too broke 
or too cheap to call me up or even send 


me harassing letters. So by the time I’ve 
been in London a few weeks, I’m about as 
close to state of relaxation as I ever get. 

Such was my mood on a recent Friday 
when I boarded a big old jet airliner back 
to America.The only things marring 
my otherwise placid existence were the 
fact that I’d had to leave for the airport at 
7 am, which is normally the time I’ve been 
going to bed lately, and that I had absolute¬ 
ly no desire to return to the land where 
frothing-at-the-mouth loony tunes Repub¬ 
licans are not only taken semi-seriously, 
they are actually elected to run the god¬ 
dam country. 

But oh well, I thought, even if America 
was on the verge of turning into a pistol 
packing Christian version of Iran or the 
Third Reich, there was no reason for me or 
my fellow punks to be concerned, was 
there? After all, our favorite bands were all 
reaching the top of the pop charts now, 
and pretty soon the USA would probably 
be a totally punk country. Then those 
Republicans would be sorry. 

In reality, those weren’t exactly the 
thoughts I was thinking as my plane got 
ready to take off. What I was really think¬ 
ing, hoping, almost praying, in fact, was that 
no one would be sitting in the seat next to 
me. Since, as usual, I was flying on one of 
those cut-rate, Greyhound bus-style air¬ 
lines crammed to the gills with squalling 
babies, fat, belching businessmen, and flight 
attendants who looked as though they’d 
served one too many plates of slop down 
at Mom’s Greasy Formica Dinette, I didn’t 
figure my chances of a comfortable flight at 
being too hot. 

I looked around and saw that every 
seat in the plane was filled except the one 
next to me. I knew it was only a matter of 
time before somebody showed up to claim 
it who would either a) weigh 450 pounds, 
or b) have two babies sitting on their lap 
who liked to puke and throw things. 

But no, could it be? It was a miracle. 
The plane was closing its doors and getting 
ready to pull away from the gate. I’d be able 
to stretch out and sleep (for the first time 
in a day or two) all the way across the 
ocean. I didn’t even mind going back to 
America so much anymore, Republicans or 
no Republicans. 

Ooops.There was a loud banging near 


the front of the aircraft. We stopped mov¬ 
ing, and the doors opened up again. I heard 
a bunch of official sounding voices, and 
poked my head over the top of my seat in 
time to see a group of police officers 
marching someone on to the plane. 

Need I add that they headed straight for 
the seat next to me?This was just great, I was 
probably going to have to sit next to some 
murderer or escaped convict or, worse, a 
Republican.As they got closer, though, I could 
see in their midst a disheveled mass of tat¬ 
tered leather topped by a crooked mohawk. 
The other passengers pointed at the specta¬ 
cle and held their noses. 

The person being escorted by the 
police cursed all the way down the aisle 
until they shoveled him into the seat next 
to me and started reading from some offi¬ 
cial document. “You are banned from ever 
again returning to the United Kingdom,” 
the officer was saying, but I lost track of the 
rest, because I had just realized that my 
new seatmate was none other than my old 
friend and nemesis Spike Anarkie. 

If Spike was surprised to see me, he 
didn’t show it. He just started right in 
haranguing me like he always does. 

“What’s up Livermore, using up some 
more of the money you ripped off from the 
punk scene for one of your fancy European 
vacations?” he began. 

“I’m coming from London, just like you 
are, Spike,” I told him.“Though I guess I did¬ 
n’t qualify for the full-fledged official escort 
like you got.” 

“Those guys are fascists,” Spike 
growled.“I was just trying to have some fun 
with their dumb old Queen and they got all 
hyper on me.” 

“Fun with the Queen, Spike? What 
sort of fun?” 

“I was just going to put a safety pin in 
her nose.You know, like in that old Sex Pis¬ 
tols picture.” 

“You actually tried to stick a pin in her 
nose? You’re lucky they didn’t kill you.” 

“I just thought she was being kind of a 
poser, you know, if she’d wear one for the 
Sex Pistols but not now. It’s probably 
because the Sex Pistols were on a major 
label. Anyway, it wouldn’t hurt her to wear 
a safety pin now and then. Isn’t that her job, 
to entertain the tourists?” 

“Uh, Spike, you didn’t think the Queen 
really wore a safety pin in her nose, did you?” 
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“Dude, don’t tell me, I seen the pic¬ 
ture. Don’t tell me about punk, you poser 
sellout! Where were you in 77?’’ 

“At least I wasn’t at the hospital get¬ 
ting born, Spike.” 

“Fuck you, Livermore, I was two, 
almost three years old in 77! I was rockin’ 
out to the Pistols and the Clash already, 
man, I had barbed wire wrapped around 
the bars of my playpen, I was so fucked up! 
Ask my mom!” 

“I thought you killed your mom, 
Spike?” 

“Uh, no, that was a different mom. 
Anyway, don’t you want to hear what hap¬ 
pened with me and the Queen?” 

“Not really, I suppose you broke into the 
palace with a sponge and rusty spanner...?” 

“What the fuck are you talking about, 
Livermore?” 

“Nothing. Anyway, no, I’m really more 
interested in hearing how you got to Eng¬ 
land in the first place? Did you like squat 
an airplane seat or something?” 

“Well, not exactly. Look, Livermore, it’s 
like this: there was this girl...” 

Spike was strangely silent. Finally I 
looked over and saw to my utter shock 
that he was crying. I wondered if the Eng¬ 
lish police had tear gassed him or some¬ 
thing, because I’d never known him to have 
an honest emotion in his life. 

“Are you telling me you actually had a 
girlfriend, Spike?” I asked. “My god, there’s 
hope for almost any of us, then.” 

Spike reverted to his normal glower. 
“Not exactly a girlfriend girlfriend, but you, 
know, a girl...” 

“And you fell in love with her and pur¬ 
sued her to England and she turned out to 
be related to the Queen? No, let me guess, 
she turned out to be Princess Diana? Did 
you try to put a safety pin in her face too?” 

“Shut up, Livermore, you’re talking 
about the true love of my life.” 

“Who, Princess Diana?” 

“Goddamit, no, a real girl! Well, at least 
I thought she was real.” 

“What do you mean, Spike? And by 
the way, where’d you meet her?” 

“I met her at the laundromat on Tele¬ 
graph Avenue. I was like, you know, stealing 
college students’ clothes out of the dryers 
and I guess she caught me stealing hers, so 
she kind of like kicked me in the balls and 
knocked me down and started jumping up 


and down my face screaming that I was a 
fucked up macho pig patriarchal chauvin¬ 
ist motherfucker.” 

“Sounds like true love to me Spike. 
And then did you two go out breaking 
bottles afterward?” 

“Nah, she wasn’t that kind of girl at 
all, she was one of those riot girlies, you 
know, dressed up like she was five years 
old and wearing those funny glasses.” 

“I was wondering when you’d have 
your first encounter with the riot grrrls, 
Spike. Though I had the impression they 
were kind of fading out of the scene, at 
least around Berkeley, anyway.” 

“Well yeah, guess what happened 
next, Livermore? You know, even though 
she kicked my ass, I kind of like that in a 
girl, you know what I’m saying, so I went 
and got some people to tell me about riot 
grrls and that shit so I could make a good 
impression on her next time I seen her, 
you know, find out what kind of slogans 
you gotta say and stuff.Then finally next 
week I’m all ready and I see her on the 
Avenue and I’m like carrying this pink 
lunchbox I was going to give her and this 
letter my friend helped me write about 
how boys should have to stand at the back 
at punk rock shows and she just walks by 
me like she didn’t even know me!” 

“Well, maybe she didn’t recognize 
you. I’m not sure I would either if you 
were carrying a pink lunchbox. And a 
piece of paper with words on it, too? No, 
that’d be a tough one.” 

Spike was so absorbed in telling his 
story that he seemed not even to notice 
my little digs at him.“So I caught up to her 
and realize that she looks totally different 
than she did the week before. No more 
dumb glasses, and she’s wearing this fuzzy 
little v-neck sweater and her hair’s combed 
down in bangs on her foreheads all neat 
and everything, she looked like one of 
those goddam mods or something.” 

“So you decided you didn’t like her 
anymore?” 

“No, I liked her even better than 
before, don’t ask me why. So I says, hey, 
Kathleen, don’t you remember me? And she 
just looks at me like I’m some kind of bug 
that she almost sort of feels sorry for right 
before she steps on it, and says,‘My name’s 
not Kathleen anymore, it’s Geossica.’ 


“And I’m like, ‘what?’ and she says 
‘Geossica, G-e-o-s-s-i-c-a, in case you don’t 
know to spell, which you probably don’t.’ 
And I go, what the hell kind of name is 
that? Gee-oss-i-ca??? 

“And she goes,‘No, you poor thing, it’s 
Jess-ica, it’s the English spelling, you know, 
like the way they spell Geoff.’ 

“So I ask her like, how come English 
people spell things so weird, but she just 
gets mad again, only this time she doesn’t 
beat me up, she just huffs up her shoulders 
and walks away. And shit, Livermore, I real¬ 
ize this girl is making a fool out of me!” 

“Well, that’s not exactly a full-time 
project, is it, Spike?” 

I couldn’t get a rise out of him, though. 
He just kept on going with his story. 

“Anyways, I started asking around and 
find out that she’s not a riot grrl anymore, 
she’s an emo chick now, and if I wanted 
her to like me I’d have to cut my hair short 
with bangs and stand around listening to 
those weird San Diego bands with this 
intense look on my face and only smile 
when no one else knew what the hell I 
was smiling about.” 

“Spike, you didn’t, did you? Don’t tell 
me you turned into an emo boy?” 

“Well, you and me go back a long way, 
Livermore, I guess it’s safe to tell you.Yeah, 

I got to admit it, the chick had me really 
going in circles. Man, you wouldn’t believe 
how many pairs of scissors and bottles of 
turpentine it took to get my mohawk off.” 
He patted his rather woeful-looking 
mowhak self-consciously. “At least it’s 
growing back,” he tried to assure himself. 

“This is really getting good. Spike. You 
actually hacked off the legendary Spike 
Anarkie mohawk for an emo girl? And then 
let me guess, she ran off with your gutter- 
punk buddy Dirt instead?” 

“No, not even, it’s worse than that. See, 
no matter how hard I tried to become an 
emo kid, she would always change to some¬ 
thing else first. I’d steal all the new Gravity 
7”s and she’d say, ‘Oh, nobody listens to 
Gravity anymore, that’s so last week' I went 
out and memorized everything in that Kent 
McClard dude’s emo zine, you know, 
HeartattaCk , and she’s like, ‘Oh, I can’t 
believe you read all that pompous pseudo¬ 
intellectual posturing sort of stuff.Wouldn’t 
you rather just go wild?’ 













“And as usual, I’m like, what? And then 
the next time I see her, it’s at an Antioch 
Arrow show—and let me tell you, Liver¬ 
more, those guys suck the big one—only 
she looks totally different again, now she’s 
wearing this like skin tight silver top with 
her belly button showing and these low 
hanging pants so you can practically see the 
crack of her ass, and I’ll tell you, she looks 
like some 70s glam rocker babe. 

“And when I say, ‘Yo, Geossica, what’s 
up,’ she says like real cold,‘My name’s not 
Geossica. It’s Sirena. Sirena Slutte. And I 
don’t believe I’ve had the displeasure of 
making your acquaintance.’ 

“By this time, I’m totally confused. I’ll 
tell you, Livermore, I used to think I knew 
what was up with the punk scene, but I’m 
starting to wonder.’’ 

“Poor Spike,’’ I attempted to sympa- 
thize.“But maybe the scene has passed you 
by. After all, you’re getting dangerously close 
to 20, aren’t you?” 

Spike briefly returned to his normal 
self. “Fuck you, the scene is not going to 
pass me by! There wouldn’t be much of a 
scene if it weren’t for me!” 

Then he lapsed back into his wistful, 
moody state. “But what could be wrong 
with that girl? I did everything I could to get 
along with her and she just laughed at me.” 

“Well, Spike, if you hadn’t spent most 
of your life in a semi-alcoholic coma, you’d 
realize that those are the sorts of things 
that happen to people all the time. You’d 
better be careful, or the next thing you 
know Green Day will be writing a love 
song about you.” 

“Don’t be a retard, Livermore.Anyway, 
the story’s still not over. See, I went asking 
around and found out that a lot of the emo 
kids are turning into retro sluts, like did you 
ever hear people talk about the San Diego 
fuck boys?” 

“Uh, yes, Spike, I think I may actually 
have met one or two, but of course they 
didn’t actually talk to me.” 

“So you know what I’m saying, right?” 

I couldn’t believe this. Here we were 
halfway across the Atlantic Ocean and I’d 
been having a semi-coherent conversation 
with Spike Anarkie most of the way. It was 
indeed a strange and not always the most 
wonderful sort of world. 

“But the worst is still to come,” Spike 
was saying. “After all this, I finally got my 


chance with her at this party in North 
Oakland. I should have known better, I 
never go to Oakland, that place sucks, but 
this once I did, and she was there and she 
was drunk as fuck and started pawing me 
and dragging me into a bedroom.” 

I was torn between fascination and hor¬ 
ror at the prospect of hearing the intimate 
details of Spike’s romantic escapades, but as 
it turned out, it was a short-lived escapade. 

“So what do you think happens, Liver¬ 
more, she throws me down on the bed, I 
stick my hand in her pants, and pull it right 
back out in a hurry.” 

“Why was that, Spike? Did you for¬ 
get to wash it first?” 

“She was 3 goddam motherfucking 
guy!!! A drag queen!! A faggot!! All this time 
I’d been chasing around a girl that wasn’t 
even a girl!!” 

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, 
Spike. Maybe she was a girl originally and 
had just had a sex change.” 

“Do you think so?” He looked at 
me, trying to figure out if I was serious. 
“Then that would mean I wasn’t really a fag, 
wouldn’t it?” 

“Spike, when I was a small boy at 
Catholic school, they taught us that it’s 
what your intentions are that matters. If 
you genuinely believed that you were chas¬ 
ing a girl, then I think you’re safe. You’re 
probably not a fag.” But then I couldn’t 
resist adding, “Of course, maybe subcon¬ 
sciously you knew all along...” 

“Livermore, don’t say that. I mean, 

I know you’re a fag and all that, but hey, you 
don’t really think I’m one, do you?” 

“Well, Spike, let me put it this way: 
if I thought there was the remotest chance 
that you were, I would never look at anoth¬ 
er boy the rest of my life.” 

He looked terribly relieved, and 
eventually fell asleep with his greasy head 
on my shoulder. I felt sorry for him and did¬ 
n’t wake him till we were getting ready to 
land in the USA. 

“Oh, by the way, Spike, you never 
did tell me how you got to England in the 
first place.” 

“I flew over on your mama’s big 
butt, you asshole.” He was back to his usual 
form. I was almost happy to see the old Spike 
spirit in action again. It’s good to have some 
things in life that you can always count on. 



Unsolicited plug and/or public service 
announcement if youd like to read more of the 
adventures of Spike Anarkie, or more of Larry 
Livermore's opinions and writings on a multi¬ 
tude of subjects, you might want to send for 
the new issue of Lookout magazine (#40). It's 
56 pages, costs $2, and you can get it by writ¬ 
ing to PO Box 1/374, Berkeley CA 94712. 
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A lot, maybe most, of the mail that 
comes into Punk Planet passes through my 
hands, and I read it all before passing it 
onto the appropriate sucker—Dan, Karen, 
or Will. A couple of issues ago a guy wrote 
a positive letter about our little venture 
here, but ended with the comment that we 
should worry about not becoming too 
“PC.” You know,“Politically Correct.” Well 
that set me off. 

First, this is my definition of “PC:” 

PC - (PEE-see) n.The dogmatic assertion 
of the “correct” stand on an issue and the con¬ 
sequent unwillingness to discuss the stand 
because its correctness is “obvious.” 

As such I am emphatically opposed to 
“Political Correctness.” Nevertheless I also 
emphatically support many, many issues 
that have been labeled PC—the equality of 
men and women, the equality of the 
“races”, environmental responsibility, the 
rights of homosexuals to live unmolested 
lives, yadda, yadda, yadda, and I do think all 
that’s fairly obvious. But if you don’t— 
because of your own life-experience, envi¬ 
ronmental brainwashing, whatever—we can 
discuss and argue until we’re both blue and 
gasping. I mean, Welcome to the mosh pit 
of my mind. 

(Funny, ten years ago I would have 
quoted “Jane Eyre” and said, Welcome to 
the “flowery green Eden” of my brain. 
Things change.) 

That said, I have to ask myself, what did 
that guy mean when he wrote in with his 
warning? Which one of us Planeteers was 
being dogmatic? Where? I am afraid that 
our treasured correspondent was really 
accusing us of trying to be hip and trendy 














of wanting to have cocktails with Jane 
Fonda or to be interviewed by Kurt and 
Tabitha on MTV.What if, instead of craving 
the approval of media icons, we were actu¬ 
ally writing about things that we care 
about deeply and/or which concern us 
personally? Are we supposed to stifle our¬ 
selves just to avoid the social stigma of 
being labeled PC? 

That’s the insidious thing about the 
backlash against Political Correctness. It has 
the effect of making people shy away from 
discussing or doing things that they might 
have a genuine interest in. I’ve actually come 
across at least one instance of an individual 
apologizing for sounding PC as he was 
telling us of an environmental issue about 
which he cares passionately.Are there other 
people out there who are not only ashamed 
of discussing their passions, but now even 
afraid of exploring them further for fear of 
having their motives misconstrued? 

Should they LET shame stand 
between them and exploration? Should I 
let my lumpy thighs prevent me from going 
swimming? No—but life is so full of com¬ 
plexity and pressure that people often sub¬ 
mit to forces they ought to resist. 

I reiterate: I’m not defending Political 
Correctness as defined above. I am saying 
that the fear of being labeled PC is prov¬ 
ing to be as brutally a straitjacketing force 
as Political Correctness was, more per¬ 
haps. I think the results are worse because 
a lot of PC subjects ought to be given 
serious consideration and now they are 
flippantly dismissed. 

I haven’t done a careful media study of 
the subject—developing statistics, tabula¬ 
tions, graphs, etc.—but I am still convinced 
that being Politically InCorrect (the name 
of a Jackie Mason Broadway show!) is now 
hipper than being Politically Correct ever 
was. (For heaven’s sake,“political correct¬ 
ness’’ was gleefully trounced on “The John 
Laroquette Show’’ the other night— er, my 
husband was watching it, not me!) This 
backlash has nothing to do with thinking 
for yourself. It’s just currently trendy. 

Let me note that though the term 
“PC’’ is new and oh-so-au-courant, the 
phenomenon itself is old. It was practiced 
not by self-anointed representatives of 
repressed and struggling groups, but by 
more established and powerful types— 
Government, Business, Teachers. Do you 


want an example? Okay, for decades the 
word “Communist” applied to any individ¬ 
ual in domestic and international politics 
immediately destroyed that person’s cred¬ 
ibility. It didn’t matter if the person was an 
out-and-out Stalinist or something else 
having nothing to do with Marxism, Com¬ 
munism, or communism. Apply the label 
and, poof voila, that person was not even 
given the forum to discuss that her/his 
real beliefs. (And NO, I am not a Commu¬ 
nist! though I do keep firmly in mind the 
Bible’s promise that we shall “hold all 
things in common.”) 

I guess the moral of this rant is to not 
let someone use a label to blind you to 
what’s really going on, whether the label is 
“PC,” “Communist,” “Christian,” “Muslim,” 
“Bourgeois,” “hippie,” or “punk.” 

In closing, I’ll just say that I intend to 
go on thinking for myself and writing on 
subjects I care about, even if it means 
sounding PC. If you’re too shallow to read 
what I write on that account, well, tough. 

JuliaPrime@aol.com 
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Punk rock plays a big part in my life as 
you could probably guess. It also means a 
lot to me because of that and the way that 
it allows me to express myself as a person 
and an individual. Recently though I was 
talking to a friend of mine, Kelly (from 
those way cool bands Defiance, Resist, 
Deprived, and Masskontroll), about the 
meaning of punk rock and I was surprised 
at how different our opinions were. He 
was determined that for something to be 
punk it had to be subversive. He stressed 
the lyrical quality of bands and what they 
stood for and even downplayed their 
musical talent sometimes saying that bad 
music could be made up for by good 
lyrics. Well, I could kinda see where he 
was coming from, but not really. His defin¬ 
ition seems to cut out a lot of bands that 
I consider punk, such as...um...oh Screech¬ 
ing Weasel for example. Then I thought 


after I hung up the phone,“Does it have to 
be the lyrics that are subversive? or can 
music be subversive in itself just because it 
refuses to follow standards of music that is 
set by major labels and the like.” I can’t 
decide whether or not music in itself can 
even be subversive. It’s a pretty rough thing 
to be able to say. So, I pretty much just let 
it drop until the subject came back to 
haunt me about a week ago. 

It’s no secret that all the records we 
get for review here at Punk Planet pass 
through my hot little hands (and stereo 
system) before they are passed on to our 
eager group of reviewers. Well, it was the 
night that I had designated to listening to 
the hundred or so records we had 
received and the stack to be listened to 
was getting smaller and smaller. Then as 
the night continued to wear on I noticed a 
trend. The stack of music that I had lis¬ 
tened to that sounded like pop-punk type 
stuff was by far the biggest out of all the 
other groups I was making on my floor of 
types of punk. In case you’re wondering I 
do this because that’s how I decide what 
records go to which reviewers. Anyways, 
so there’s this large pop-punk pile and I’m 
thinking, well, isn’t that bizarre. Then I 
notice something else. About half the stuff 
in that pile had sounded like complete shit 
to me. Don’t get me wrong, I may be a lit¬ 
tle hardcore freak, but I still love my sing- 
along pop-punk stuff too. So I found this 
rather distressing. “Why?” I thought. Why 
all this bad punk rock? Can I somehow 
blame Green Day and corporate America? 
No, not really. Damn! What then! That’s 
the best scapegoat there is! 

Hmmm, I thought long and hard. I 
thought so hard that I was getting really 
pissed off. I still haven’t come up with the 
answer either, but back to the story. I 
wanted to smash them all, but no that 
would be no good. I wanted to send them 
to MRR to review instead, but then again 
they probably had already gotten them too 
(and perhaps they were sending them to 
me for review). Shit! I was out of ideas. 
How could punk rock, that thing that I 
cherish so much, turn out such a large 
amount of music that makes me want to 
vomit and turn up Mariah Carrey’s Christ¬ 
mas album? I was not only pissed but pret¬ 
ty depressed to.Then I came up with the 
solution. Ready?_ 1 










“They’re not punk!” I screamed at the 
top of my lungs. “They’re not even subver¬ 
sive, they just sing about love and shit.What 
dweebs. Ha! I spit in their general direc¬ 
tion!” I sang, I danced, I was so happy to 
have figured it all out.Those damn posers. 
Then it hit me like a ton of bricks. 

I was being just as narrow-minded as I 
thought Kelly was being the night before. 
The irony! Oh God the irony.That meant 
that personal faves like Screeching Weasel 
weren’t punk though, and I still knew that 
that just wasn’t right. I couldn’t just rule out 
all pop-punk as being alternative shit and 
move on. So what’s to do? What did I 
decide as I walked this fine line between 
Kelly’s thoughts and my old all-embracing 
ones? How can I finish this column without 
mentioning Screeching Weasel again? I’m 
not sure.This is just one of those questions 
in life that we can only attempt to answer. 
So here’s mine. 

I think the bands that I didn’t like were 
too influenced by popular music. Whether 
you call it grunge or whatever, I think they 
all had too much of a hankering for it. 
Whereas a band like Scree...no...um...The 
Vindictives (yeah, that’ll work) is more true 
to their punk rock roots and just punk in 
general. I think that that helps include a lot 
of bands that the whole subversive idea 
excludes. Not to mention that Peter, Paul, 
and Mary were subversive, but were never 
even close to being punk, although I hear 
Paul used to have a purple mohawk... But is 
their any one include all punk rock defini¬ 
tion that I can come up with? No. Unfortu¬ 
nately. But that’s kinda the whole idea 
behind this mag anyways. We really don’t 
know what constitutes punk. Do you? 

IN OTHER NEWS 

I’ve just published a 36 page fanzine 
called “Oh Well...” that is for sale through 
me for anyone interested. It’s halfsize and 
handwritten. It’s all really personal stuff 
about my life and other such curious things. 
It’s nothing like my columns in here; just a 
very honest/personal look at life. And just 
think; it inspired one of my friends to write 
poetry.What’ll it do to you?To find out the 
price is either $1 or a good letter. And I 
mean a good letter. Or both would be nice 
cause I’m broke. But by the time you read 
this and write me #2 will probably be avail¬ 
able too, so if you want it you can order it 
too for the same price (If you do a letter 


for one though, please do a buck for the 
other, pretty please). It should be reviewed 
in this issue too (by someone who I don’t 
know to well because I didn’t want to have 
a biased review. Gosh, that’d be cheating!) 
if you want more info. 

Also, my friend Aaron and I have just 
released a HARDCORE (get your atten¬ 
tion?) compilation double 7” so, um...buy it 
if you like hardcore, ok? It’s got unreleased 
songs by Capitali$t Casualties, Mankind?, 
Terminal Disgust, F.Y.P., Spazz, Masskontroll, 
Quincy Punx, and Oppressed Logic.They 
cost $5 each, ok? And if you must use 
checks, make them out to “Will 
Killingsworth” NOT Dandy. 

So, write me and order anything from 
me at the southern division address at the 
front of this mag, or e-mail me at “Will- 
Dandy I @aol.com” Thanks. 



Once again, I am unable to come up 
with a single, concise, exciting idea for my 
column. I have too many things on my mind 
to just delegate one idea as the Dan Sinker 
thought of the bi-month. So, I have taken a 
page from the Dave Hake Handbook of 
Form and Style™ and am going to order 
my column by number. Enjoy. 

I) Cities. What are the uber hip 
streets of Chicago’s Bucker Park neighbor¬ 
hood (not its real name, I just like calling it 
that because that’s what the Realtors call it; 
and because it sounds so stupid) wearing 
this winter season? Brand new vintage style 
street lamps! No kidding, I was walking 
home from the el today, and there were 
these tall Victorian street lamps every¬ 
where, it was a shock. Now I’m sure many 
of the hipsters and anarchists that have 
been gentrifying the Bucker Park area in 
the last year or so will be crying foul at 
these new lights. I say fuck 'em. Anything is 
better than the oppressive arc streetlights 
that were designed by some boy who 
wouldn’t know aesthetics from a hole in 
the ground. You know the kind, they’re in 


every major city and dotting every highway 
from sea to shining sea (with the one 
exception being the entire state of Georgia 
which, as far as I could tell the one night I 
drove through it, has no streetlights what¬ 
soever). They are the ultimate symbol of 
the (to use an academic term) “dehuman¬ 
ization of the urban landscape”. For those 
of you that speak English, it means that 
they are ugly as all get out 

Well at least in my neighborhood, 
Bucker Park, those street lamps have been 
replaced. First good move the Chicago City 
Council has made since they decided to 
rebuild after the fire. 

Feelings about street lamps aside, I’m 
sick of living in Chicago. I’ve been here for 
eighteen of my twenty years (the first two 
were spent in England, and no, I don’t 
remember any of it), and it’s time to move 
on. Unfortunately, I have obligations here 
that need to be finished up, but in due time, 
I’ll be outta here. 

I may actually be sick of living in cities 
in general. Cities had their role in the 
improvement of humanity, but really, they’re 
played out now. Don’t believe me? Just pick 
up a newspaper, they’re outdated, falling 
apart, horribly polluted, filled with random 
violence, and don’t really have any reason 
for existing except that no one knows 
what to do with all the left over concrete. 

That’s right kids: get outta town. 

Think about it: Punk started and 
thrived for a period in the cities, then it 
moved into the suburbs, where it has pret¬ 
ty much stayed (yeah, there are still some 
cities where punk is an important thing, but 
really:The East Bay™’s time has come and 
gone). But the suburbs are becoming too 
oppressive for even the worlds greatest 
perzinesters. So where is the next logical 
step for punk? 

Rural Areas 

That’s right, punk on the range. Now, 
I’m not talking about living in the middle of 
nowhere (or am I?). I’m talking about mov¬ 
ing out of the major cities and the sur¬ 
rounding suburbs and setting up camp in the 
small, rural towns and cities that cover the 
nation. Stop laughing. I’m fucking serious. 

Think about it, where else can you live 
so well for so very cheap? 

Example: a friend of mine went to 
school for a period near Davenport, Iowa. 
He has friends that stayed in Davenport 
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after he took off.They now rent a THREE 
FLOOR WAREHOUSE for less than six 
hundred bucks a month. That’s less than 
my roommate and I pay for a two bed¬ 
room flat here in Chicago. THREE 
FLOORS, with a freight elevator. Think 
about it. Think of the possibilities. Sure, 
there’s not much culture (at least not 
much punk culture) in Davenport Iowa, 
but good lord! At that price, you can make 
your own!! 

Now, you may be asking what the hell 
is a person going to do for work? That’s a 
good point. But you’re not thinking right. 
True, the unemployment rate is pretty high 
in rural cities, and there aren’t the normal 
punk rocker jobs like working in cafe or a 
copy shop. But think: your rent costs close 
to nothing. Your food costs less. Your 
clothes? Have you ever gone to a rural thrift 
shop—they rule! So the cost of living is less 
than if you were living in a city, which means 
it is actually possible to make a living off of 
running a label or putting out a halfway 
decent fanzine, or (for the truly adventur¬ 
ous) opening a record store or a club. 

Today: Bublefuck, Iowa. 

Tomorrow:The world!! 

2) Rancid. I finished my column in the 
last issue praising Rancid, so why not start 
by eating my words. I feel really really stu¬ 
pid. Since my raving about Rancid, they 
have been courted by every possible 
record label under the sun, and have decid¬ 
ed to leave Epitaph to a life of fame and 
fortune with Epic records. I wish them 
luck.They’l! probably need it. 

I think that they won’t see the same 
success that Green Day or the Offspring 
(who as of this wring have stuck with Epi¬ 
taph—ironic, huh?) have had.The problem 
is this.When a suburban kid watches Mtv 
and sees Green Day, he (and yes, I do mean 
He; the unfortunate part of the cult of the 
rock star is that it’s a throwback to the 
days of “no girls allowed’’ clubhouses) sees 
himself.They sing about things he under¬ 
stands, they even look like he does (except 
of course for the Technicolor hair, but give 
the kid a month or so, and he’ll discover 
how much Manic Panic pisses off his dad), 
he can go out, buy the album and really feel 
like these people are just like him.That’s 
the whole basis behind the cult of the rock 
star: “These people are like me” (we see 
that the cult of the rock star is just 


slightly different than the cult of the Punk 
Rock, where the idea is “these people are 
me” a slight word change, but the con¬ 
cepts are a world apart). 

Back to Rancid. 

When a kid sees Rancid, he sees a 
bunch of old people that are quite obvi¬ 
ously from a different time and—more 
importantly—a different social class. Ran¬ 
cid looks dirty. Fuck.They ARE dirty.They 
sing about things that middle America 
doesn’t get. And if middle America doesn’t 
get it (and trust me, they don’t; the goon 
who works the video cage at my school 
explained to me that “Salvation” was a 
love song; the same guy also told me—in 
an odd reference to the movie 
Amadeus—that there are simply “too 
many notes” in Rancid’s music) they won’t 
buy it; at least once the novelty wears off. 

Another problem I have with this 
whole Rancid situation is this: what the hell 
are they going to sing about?? If they real¬ 
ly do get the amount of money that’s being 
talked about, they sure as hell aren’t going 
to be able to sing “the shelter is where I 
reside”.The only thing we can hope is that 
in the publicity picture for the next album, 
the roof of the beater car has two cham¬ 
pagne bottles on it instead of forties. 

3) Major Label Promo. In the past two 
months, the Punk Planet North PO box 
has been flooded by promo from major 
labels. Now this is annoying for two rea¬ 
sons. One, we don’t review major label 
releases no matter how‘punk’ the band is 
(although how Orbital even comes close 
to qualifying as punk is beyond me).Two, 
all the promo I’ve gotten is not even for 
bands that I like. Come on folks, if you’re 
going to annoy me with promo (another 
question is why this shit is even coming to 
me—Will is the record guy), at least send 
me stuff I want!! Any promo by Boy 
George, Elvis Costello, or Sinead O’Con¬ 
nor will be fine.Thanks. 

Hey, it worked for Larry Livermore, 
he’s got all the Morrisey stuff he could 
ever wish for. I want it all; I want a life 
sized cardboard cut out of Boy George. 

4) Age. While I was writing that bit 
about Major Label Promo, the PPInfoline 
rang. It was a girl who puts out a zine 
called “Life Beat”, she was calling to ask 
whoever answered the phone what their 


definition of punk was, and whether or not 
they thought punk was dead. I’m not going 
to tell you what I said, you’ll have to order 
her zine to find out (3238 Lenape Dr. 
Dresher PA 19025). I want to mention 
something that she said. We were talking 
about whatever and she mentioned that 
she didn’t think she was very punk. She 
explained that she didn’t have sex, wasn’t 
very mean, didn’t believe in conspiracy the¬ 
ory, didn’t do drugs, wasn’t into mass mur¬ 
derers. Basically, she felt like she didn’t have 
much to do with Punk™ at all (funny, her 
description of herself sounds just like a 
description of me).Then she said that she 
started doing zines when she was thirteen. 
Fuck, that’s a real punk if you ask me. I only 
wish I could say that I got into punk when I 
was thirteen. I don’t care what her zine 
looks like, what she looks like, what she 
does on her spare time, she’s fucking punk 
rock. So is anyone else that isn’t just watch¬ 
ing Mtv and playing Sega, and just being a 
mean middleschooler when they’re thirteen. 

Age is all relative.You can be old when 
your young and young when you’re old. 
Isn’t that what punk is all about? 

5) Huggy Bear. Further on in this 
issue, you’ll read an interview that Dave 
Hake and I did with Chris, the singer for 
Huggy Bear. I only wish that the interview 
could capture how soft spoken and hum¬ 
ble he was, and how great his British 
accent was! I may be hooking up with him 
while I’m bumming around England(he 
gave me his address). I really hope I do 
manage to spend some time with the 
Huggy Bear kids, I honestly can’t think of a 
nicer group of people in punk rock right 
now. They were polite, funny, and quiet. 
Not to mention that while they existed, 
they were the best band in punk. If you 
haven’t heard them yet, check them out. 
You may not like them but you may (like 
me) find that you’ve never heard anything 
so beautiful. 

Wow, can I go overboard or what? 
When I fall, I fall hard. 

6) Love. Love and pain are one and 
the same.You can’t embrace one without 
embracing the other. It’s as simple as that. 
Sex is something different, and something 
that I don’t care to know much about; so 
please, don’t tell me. Sex is retro and all 
the smart kids aren’t having it (or so I’d 
like to think). To me love is all about 








staying up past your bedtime and talking all 
night. It’s about walking along in the rain 
and not even realizing you’re wet It’s about 
seeing the same person everyday and still 
feeling like it’s not enough. Sure, that may 
sound sappy.Then I guess I’m a sap.And I 
know that I’ve been brainwashed by Aaron 
Spelling—at least I’m better off than most 
of you that don’t. For as much as I like it, I 
don’t fall in love easily. I don’t even get 
crushes easily. Maybe it’s because I’m not 
willing to accept pain. Whatever it is, it’s 
because of that fact that I’ve recently had 
to do something that I’ve never had to do 
before: break a heart. I’ve had mine broken 
enough to know how much it hurts, and 
that I never wanted to inflict that pain on 
anyone else. Maybe that’s why I feel so ter¬ 
rible now. I’m sorry. 

7) Postcards. Last issue I asked for 
postcards so I could get a better idea of 
where Punk Planet is going and who reads 
it. I got one card back. From Pennsylvania. 
Come on you all, how lazy are you? Con¬ 
sidering that we are moving about 2500 
copies of Punk Planet now, I know that 
more than one person is reading the mag¬ 
azine, maybe just one person reads my col¬ 
umn. Oh well. 

Well Kids, that’s that. If you want to 
write me it’s Dan Sinker PO Box 1559 
Chicago, IL 60690. 

E-mail is TastySpydr@aol.com.Thanks 



Okay, time to write another column 
and once again I’m stumped. I swore that if 
I was gonna do this at all that I wasn’t gonna 
do a lotta preaching to the converted about 
every little punk peeve that we all share, and 
I wasn’t gonna write one of those endless 
diaries of every band I saw and every record 
I bought and every time I took a shit like the 
columns you get in Flipside. So that leaves 
me where? What am I well-informed enough 
about to feel like its not just a strutting and 
preening thing? I was flattered that Punk 
Planet asked me to be a columnist but I 
don’t feel qualified. Sure I’ve paid some punk 


rock dues but as far as writing goes I’ve 
never even done a fanzine, unless you count 
the six issues of Kathi Wilcox’s Legs that are 
only one page each and less than a dozen 
people ever saw. I got this fanzine in the mail 
just the other day called Something Goes 
Wrong that came from my boyhood home 
town, Missoula MT that had rants and 
tirades about tourists and landlords and a 
sad bit about the Roxy Theatre getting 
burnt down recently, which was sad but I 
thought was kind of funny (funny ironic not 
funny ha-ha) cuz my dad and his friends 
burnt down the box office 30 years ago in a 
drunken prank. And they had a thing about 
the rodeo. Maybe I should write about why 
I hated Yo-Yo-A-Go-Go. Or speaking of get¬ 
ting stuff in the mail, maybe I should write a 
humorous account of all the crazy demo 
tapes and letters and weird fanzines we get 
at Kill Rock Stars. Or I could write about 
getting to meet and hang out with and open 
for Exene Cervanka and Lydia Lunch and 
getting to see them read together for the 
first time from the book of poetry that they 
wrote 13 years ago that I bought for my 
mom in 1984, which was really really inspir¬ 
ing. Both of them have been doing such 
great things for so long and they are both 
still in full gear. Exene is incredibly politicized 
and concerned for humanity, present and 
future, she almost carries the weight of the 
world on her shoulders, but she does it with 
great dignity. And Lydia is as cynical and 
enraged as ever. It makes me happy to see 
that the fire in people doesn’t have to go 
out after a few years of making art. I was 
really depressed after the “where are they 
now’’ article came out in Option magazine 
that profiled a bunch of people from cool 
80s punk bands and what they are doing 
now, lawyers and cooks and born-again 
Christians and whatnot. I remember believ¬ 
ing very strongly when I was a teenager that 
no matter what, everybody starts to suck 
after a while. It seemed like every great 
band was only great in the beginning and if 
they didn’t break up they invariably started 
to make shitty records and all my favorite 
writers eventually started writing bad 
books, etc. Its actually been a thing that has 
worried and plagued me for the last ten 
years, especially since now at 27 I still feel 
like I haven’t done any music or writing that 
was ever all that great. Are my best days 


already behind me? Should I start working 
on a skill that is better suited for mature 
practitioners, like golf or sonnets? But I 
don’t really believe that anymore, there are 
good examples of folks who never lose “it”, 
Sonic Youth hasn’t made a bad record yet 
and the last one is brilliant, Mecca Normal, 
Billy Childish, the guys from Fugazi, Thalia 
from Come, Pat Smear, Calvin Johnson, 
Wanda Coleman, Tim Yohannan. And lots 
more. Not to say that any of those people 
are particularly old, just old in punk years 
which are sort of like dog years. I realize this 
may seem like not much of an issue to a lot 
of Punk Planets readership but its a big deal 
to me. Punk rock has been around long 
enough and punk as a subculture or what¬ 
ever has existed long enough that the 
boundaries of its definitions have had to 
widen to make it less of a total youth teen 
thing which I think is a good thing but still, 
punk is mostly still most often just a phase. 
I’ve seen so many people come and go, I still 
see them here and there, people I used to 
see in the pit or at parties now pumping gas 
in Tacoma, or with their kids at the mall, or 
working at some major label, or becoming 
schoolteachers or moving to Prague to start 
an export business. I just don’t ever want 
the fire to go out of me. Lydia Lunch per¬ 
formed a piece here in Olympia explaining 
why she writes, why she is still angry, she 
said she had to write, like its a catharsis, I 
can’t remember if she used that word but it 
was along those lines, and she said “there 
are some diseases that can’t be cured”. If the 
passion that makes me care about music 
and politics and my friends is a disease, and 
sometimes it feels like it is when I’m feeling 
like a freak, I don’t want it to be cured. I 
swear on everything that is sacred to me 
that I’m gonna keep rocking til I die and I’m 
never gonna go corporate, I swear. Cross my 
fingers that I don’t get hit over the head and 
suddenly turn lame. By the way,Thanksgiving 
is a stupid holiday, and so is Christmas. 


• fin* 














theVINDICTIVES 


“Now That's a Monkey” 7” 
Dizzying pop-punk from Canada! 
(The Skull Duggery Label).1.95 4 


“LEAVE HOME” LP finally ! 
Part two: The Ramoans hot explodes! 
(Clearview).$6.95 + 


$ PUNK RAWK! PUNK RAWK! PUNK RAWK! PUNK RAWK! PUNK RAWK! $ 

ANGRY SAMOANS “Generation Next” 7” (Bad Trip) Get em while they last! .$2.95 

BORIS THE SPRINKLER/QUENCHER 7” (Lombardi) Heirs to Screeching Weasels crown? . $2.95 

FACE TO FACE/HORACE PINKER split 7” (Rhetoric) 2 songs from each .$2.75 

FASTBACKS “Bike Toy Clock Gift” CD (Lucky)...$8.95 or "Wait It Out” 7” (Munster).... $4.75 
GUITAR WOLF "Kung Fu Ramone” LP (Bag of Hammers).$5.95 or “Somethin Else” 7” $2.75 

HORACE PINKER “Power Tools” LP (Earwax). $5 95 

INITIAL STATE “Abort the Soul" LP/CD (Clearview) Ex-Antiscism personel .$6.95/8.95 

KENT 3 "Screaming Youth Fantastic” LP/CD (Bag of Hammers) Hot like old Fall! $5.95/8.95 

MAN or ASTROMAN? "Captain Holojoys Space Diner” 7"EP (Lucky).$2.95 

QUEERS “Look Ma! No Flannel” 7” (Clearview) Quintessential Queers (part two) .$2.95 

QUEERS “Suck This” one-sided LP (Clearview) LIVE! featuring Vapid/Panic lineup .$6.95 

RESIN SCRAPER “Duh Factor” 7” (Birdman) Barn-burnin Canadian garage punk .$3.50 

RIP OFFS “Got a Record” LP (Rip Off) Ex-Supercharger . Mr T Expenence, SLF[???] .. $6.75 

SHITBIRDS “Theme” 7” (Popllama)...$2.50 or “Faster, Louder" 5” (sympathy).$4.50 

TEENGENERATE "Audio Recording” 107CD. ..$7.50/7.95 or “Car Crazy" 7" (Lucky).... $2 95 

SCREECHING WEASEL “Suzanne Is Getting Married” 7" (Lookout!).$2.75 

“TRIBUTE TO POISON 13” 7" (Bag of Hammers) Gashuffer, Sinister Six, plus 2 .$2.75 

“WORLD OF THE ZOMBIES” CD (PopLIama) Fastbacks, Posies, YFF, Flop, etc .$9.95 

HEY! The above prices DO NOT include postage!!! It’s simple to add postage — here’s how: 

In the USA: for $1.05 we’ll send you up to six 7’’ers (or three CD’s/two LP’s/one video) by 4th class mail! 

Confused? Foreign? Gotta have MORE ?! Send two stamps for our complete list & ordering details! 

Call & we’ll COD your order! We’ll have an E-catalog sometime soon, E-mail us for current info! 

THE SKULL DUGGERY LABEL MAILORDER 

77-D SCITUATE AVE, SCITUATE, MA 02066-3561 USA 
PH&FAX (617) 545-1533 $ E-MAIL: SKULLDUG@AOL.COM 


wumsHUF RECORDS 
5014 NEW ST. UNIT#2 SUITE#102 
BURLINGTON, ONTARIO, L7L 6E8 
CANADA 


OUT NOW: 

GRADE/BELIEVE SPLIT 
15 SONG CD 

$7 NORTH AMERICA/$8 WORLD 
U.S. FUNDS ONLY,NO PERSONAL 
CHECKS,MONEY ORDERS MADE OUT 
TO MIKE WESSEL. 

BANDS,LABELS.DISTRIBUTORS 
GET IN TOUGH FOR TRADE 
AND WHOLESALE PRICES. 

IN THE WORKS:UNION YOUNG 

AMFRTPA 7- 



























The leaders in New 
Age/Christian Bar Rock 
have returned to tickle 
your fancy and to dispell 
the myth. 

new 4-son a 7” UU D 


also available: 

Gob/Feakazoid Robot 2000-split 
7" (please list alternate when 
ordering this). mmmrnmmm 

Gob/Loadstar-split 7 M 
Gob-"winkie" CD 

Satan's Pimp 7" comp. (4 bands J0f ^ \ 

on green marble) *\M \ ^ 

We have a few more Zoinks! W 

records (even though they're ^ 

too big to be on our label any- 

7"s are $3 ppd. CD's are $8ppd. 

make all checks and fnoney 

orders to Teree Barnes W 

Satan's Pimp Records 1229 Ralston Street, Reno, Nevada 89503 


Coming Soon: 

Satan's Pimp/Bovine Records 12" compilation (yes this is still coming out. We 
swear). 

Back of the Van-6 bass players, bad rhythms, and the CIA Chess Wizard (on 
vocals, of course). 


ORDINATION OF AARON 


BloodLink Records 7 n 


3.00 post, paid 


Ordination LP coming soon 
also a split with our 
loved friends indian summer 
*re will love* 
send i3.00 for our 7 ** 

159 Pidgewood Kalamazoo, MI 
‘ * 49001 
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The Edminghton scene has had 
a lot of ups and downs in the last 
few years and I think we have hit an 
all time low. But all that means is that 
there is no time to point the finger 
of blame at anybody, it just means 
that we —those who are still left— 
have to work that much harder to 
make our scene the rocking model 
of days gone by. So we just keep 
writhing even after the last couple 
major kicks to the nuts. 

One of which was the 
dissappearance of "the multi-pur¬ 
pose rumpus room.” This was pretty 
much the last cool place (well... 
cheap and all ages place) to hold 
shows. This hall has seen the rise and 
fall of such Edmington greats as: 
Force of Habit, S.N.F.U, Entirely Dis¬ 
torted, Down Syndrome, The Glory 
Stompers, and tons of more bands 
who may never have seen the stage 
if it wasn’t for this hall. But alas, it 
was closed down due to structural 
failure. 

Another devastating blow was 
saying good-bye to The Glory 
Stompers. This was mostly due to 
personality conflicts and the moving 
away of some members. The Glory 
Stompers just finished their first, and 
possibly last US/Canadian tour. So if 
any of you yanks were lucky to catch 
even a glimpse of ‘em, consider your¬ 


selves one of the privileged few. Go 
ahead and brag to your friends who 
should have been at the show, in¬ 
stead of drinking beer and doing 
multiple tongue piercings with dad’s 
nail gun. 'Cause it looks like this may 
be the end of the road for the 
Stompers. Having vocalist Greg work¬ 
ing in a morgue in Toronto playing 
with dead folks. Bassist Matt, also in 
the big TO is now playing with 
Chokehold, which is cool 'cause they 
have been one of his favorite bands. 
Vocalist Loma is in rainy Vancouver, 
living out of a van with her boyfriend, 
and brothers Ter & Mike, drummer 
and guitarist, being the eager bea¬ 
vers, are working on a new band. The 
Glory Stompers have a killer double 
7" out now, you can get it from Pro¬ 
fane Existance, but get it soon if you 
want one because there were only 
500 made. They also have an LP 
coming out soon, so keep those 
peepers open! You can contact the 
band at: Glory Stompers, PO Box 
1886 Main Post Office, Edmonton 
Alberta T5J 2P3, Canada. 

A new band to hit Edmonton, 
just playing their first gig is The 
Lackies. These four are made up of 
ex-Force of Habit and ex-Mach-5 


members. I got to see these guys 
play a basement show where about 
150 people showed, and that’s a lot 
for Edmonton, I must admit, I didn’t 
expect much going in, but when they 
started playing, well... holy punk 
fuckin' rock! I just couldn’t believe 
it. These guys just fuckin' smoked! 
There was tons of energy, bodies fly¬ 
ing in every direction, and spraying 
beer. It was punker than fuck. Need 
I say more? They can be contacted 
at our vastly shared PO Box; just 
right The Lakies, Baker Centre PO 
Box 40051, Edmonton Alberta T5J 
YM9, Canada. This was their first gig 
but if these fellers can keep it up, I 
think I just might press a 7" for them. 
Oh, did I mention they were good? 

The Lams recently played a 
rippin' set at a new over ages place 
called The Compound. It’s an indus¬ 
trial bar. It’s only open one night a 
week, but from what I hear, it’s OK. 
But unfortunately, like I said, you 
gotta be 18, or sneak in. I guess they 
got busted serving booze after hours 
and got slapped with a 2,000.00 
fine. Better watch your ass Dixon, 
or the pigs will shut you down for 
good. 



















Ft. Saskatchewan, which is 
about a 20-minute drive north of 
Edmonton, has a new band called Fire 
Garage. Not too political and kinda 
sloppy, but I think they would be OK 
if they practice a bit more. 

Sex With Nancy got a new sec¬ 
ond guitarist. His name is Kirk and is 
an ex-Force of Habit member. Any¬ 
one who saw Force of Habit’s last 
show, Kirk was that zany guy who 
flipped out, chucking his guitar and 
storming out into the blizzard in just 
a t-shirt. Sex With Nancy are pres¬ 
ently jamming like mad trying to get 
it together for their show on the 
22nd at the Fire Trap. 

Insurrection, another new 
Edmonton band, is finally ready to 
play their first gig two weeks from 
now at the Fire Trap. They will be 
playing with The Lakies and Calgary's 
Boozehounds. Insurrection are a fast, 
and very political band that kinda 
remind me of Antischizm. And they 
are planning to go to duel vocalists 
(my favorite sound) in the very near 
future. 


This next event happened a 
couple of months ago, but I think it’s 
imprtant because it got a sleepy, 
apathetic punk scene in Edmonton 
to take note of the physical threat 
of bigots and take action. The show 
started out rather peacefully, but 
tensions quickly grew unbearable for 
the anti-fascist Glory Stompers and 
their friends, when Kentucky Fried 
Children (KFC) from Calgary and a 
number of their Nazi-skinhead friends 
showed up and stared pushing 
people around to show how tough 
they were. They also had to prove 
their cocks were bigger than every¬ 
body else’s by shouting “kill those 
faggots,’’ making racial slurs and un¬ 
countable sexist remarks. Impress¬ 
ing nobody, a nazi soon took to 
punching women and attacking 
people. Bouncers quickly hauled him 
outside where he wanted to continue 
his fight. A number of Edmonton’s 
anti-facist punks were not into get¬ 
ting pushed and punched around and 
hit back. Then suddenly, from the 
KFC van, came a skinny guitarist 


brandishing a baseball bat. Ter (of 
the Glory Stompers) jumped in, re¬ 
sulting in Ter getting his hand bro¬ 
ken by the shithead. Then the skins 
tried to get involved once again, but 
found out that one of the anti-fas¬ 
cist bouncers was carrying a canis¬ 
ter of liquid tear gas. One good spray 
and it was all over. In the end, one 
nazi skin and one Ter were hospital¬ 
ized. This was the first time in about 
six months that people got to see 
the nazis in action. But at least this 
time some of the people in the scene 
have finally opened their eyes and 
are ready to fight back. And those 
of you who still claim to be anti-fas¬ 
cist and still hang out with the nazis, 
you’re just as bad as them and we’re 
coming for you next. 

On a lighter note, The Selector 
played here about a week ago. It was 
an amazing show with a huge turn¬ 
out. Even cooler, almost no nazis. 

There is also one band that has 
just started up here. They are still 
nameless, but I figure they are worth 
mentioning because straightedge 















bands are rare in these parts. And 
being a Straight-Edge/Communist 
band, fuck... that has to be a first 
for Edmonton. They also want it to 
be known that they are not Hardline. 
And from what I’ve heard, they’re 
pretty good. I don’t have an address 
for them, but if you want it, just write 
me and I’ll hunt it down for ya! 

As for zines, Madaline and 
Camille have finally got around to 
putting out the long awaited Stone¬ 
wall II. It’s chock full of cool record 
reviews, ads, and interviews with Dis- 
affect, Sucidal Supermarket Trollies, 
Aus-Rotten, and The Casualties. If 
you want to get a copy, which I highly 
reccommend, just send two bucks 
to: Stonewall, PO Box 1886 Main 
Post Office, Edmonton Alberta T5J 
2P3 Canada. 

But even with all this, what does 
Edmonton do now that the only all 
ages hall is gone? 

Well... don’t fret. The folks from 
Punk N Junk (Edmonton’s only punk 
shop) have rented out a small ware¬ 
house space and are now taking 
bookings for shows. It will be open¬ 
ing on October 15th, and it will be 
called The Firetrap. It’s just this big 
open space that has this cool old fire 
escape for an entrance. You gotta 
enter from the back alley; how much 


more punk can you get? This is an 
all ages hall with a no booze, no nazi 
policy (unlike the Rev, Edmonton’s 
over age so-called alternative club 
that is only into making tons of 
money, with their nazis-with-cash- 
are-welcome policy). The Fire Trap 
is now looking for touring bands to 
come and play Edmonton, so if you 


want to do an Edmonton show, call 
(403) 421-8057 or fax (403) 723- 
6929 or just write: Fire Trap, Baker 
Centre PO Box 4005 Edmonton 
Alberta T5J 4M9, Canada. 

And last of all, I would like to 
mention Punk N Junk, this is a small 
store totally into DIY, trying very 
hard to help out these scene and also 
trying desperately to stay on its feet 
so... if you are in a band, run a label, 
a distro, make buttons, patches, or 
t-shirts or whatever and you would 
like them to carry your stuff, drop 
‘em a line, they really need the help 
and they’d love to hear from you. 
Punk N Junk Baker Centre PO Box 
40051 Edmonton Alberta T5J 4M9, 
Canada or fax (403) 723-6929 or 
call (403) 421-8057. 

Well, that’s it! It’s my first shot 
at a scene report, I tried, hope ya 
liked it. If not, tough shit, fuck off 
and go write your own. You should 
anyway. If you want to get in touch 
with me, write: Chris, Baker Centre, 
PO Box 40051 Edmonton Alberta 
T5J 4M9 Canada. Well See Ya Eh! 
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interview 


lew by Will Dandy i Co 

Liii help from Dan Sinke^*^. 


P.P.: Pace your last tour two 
s agoijflldat Kill Has become a 
z” band, do you think that that 


proach 


©Interne 


L That's 
right, 


yeah 


has c 


thing. That’s all I can really Sc 
Last time we came down South we 
were with the Nation of Ulysses. 
Last time we played we played Bir¬ 
mingham we were with Ulysses. That 
tour was like three years ahead of 
its time. It’s pretty far out. Now 
we’re just on our own and people 
seem to show up, so that’s the dif¬ 
ference. We’re like headlining now. 

P.P.: What happened dur¬ 
ing the period between your 
last tour and this one? 

Billy: Well, we went to Britain, 
we did a lot of other things. We did 
two east coast tours, we lived in D.C. 
for a bit and Olympia for a bit. 

P.P.: I heard a lot of ru¬ 
mors that you guys broke up 
though, what happened there? 

Billy: That was just a rumor. 
I’m in this other band. Me Tobi and 
Kathi and Molly, she used to be in 
Bratmobile, and she’s in this band 
called the Pee Chees now, but we 
were in this band called the Frumpies. 
We toured with Huggy Bear last year 
at about this time...[many strange 


events happen to interrupt t 
interview!... There’s this 5 

;At almost everyone of our [Bi¬ 
ll shows an army of girls shows 
id it s really really fascinating. 
To answer your first question. 

P.P.: How does that effect you 
being, you know, not a girl? 

Billy: I just think it’s really inter¬ 
esting. I think it’s really cool. I’m more 
in a mode of fascination at our shows. 

P.P.: Do you not feel awk¬ 
ward because Kathleen is so 
confrontational? 

Billy: Sometimes, because 
some of the guys get really violent 
and sometimes that can be really 
scary. Sometimes at our sliows 
there isn’t any confrontation and 
those are the funnest shows. Be¬ 
cause then I can just rock out and 
not worry about it and move around 
like an apeman, but tonight I felt like 
I should just stand there and be cool. 

P.P.: Yeah, there was some 
tension tonight. 

Billy: There were just like 
three or four guys that were just 
like total jerks. 

P.P. Before you were talking 
about the Frumpies. Did you guys 
break up then? 


Billy: No, no we never broke 
up. We just wanted to venture into 
different things. The Frumpies were 
more like a song writing vehicle for 
Kathi and Tobi. It was a really cool 
band. We recorded like four singles. 
There’s gonna be another one I think, 
released on Lookout, and they were 
all recorded in the basement at 
Tobi’s parents’ house. It was really 
really echo-y. That’s why there was 
so much reverb. We had like two 
really shitty mics and a four track 
recorder and we did it all ourselves. 
It was really fun to record those 
singles. We might do some more 
stuff this winter when we get back. 

P.P.: How did you get 
hooked up with Joan Jett for 
the Rebel Girl 7”? 

Billy: She showed up at one of 
our shows and I’m a really huge 
Germs fan, and she produced the 
first Germs album. I thought it would 
be cool if she produced a single or 
something like that and we men¬ 
tioned it to her and like half a year 
later she called us up. We did it in 









n“l 



Seattle and we did it in one day, it 
was really cool. She played on it, 
she played guitar on Rebel Girl. 

P.P.: Yeah, didn't she do 
the patty-cake thing too? 

Billy: Yeah, and back up vocals 
on New Radio and Demi-rep. It was 
cool, a really fascinating experience. 

P.P.: Don't you feel that 
it’s a little hypocritical to have 
a record released on Kill Rocks 
Stars that was, in fact, pro¬ 
duced by a rock star? 

Billy: No. 

(silence) 

P.P. Why not? 

Billy: I don’t know...no. 

P.P.: What's the deal with 
that Sonic Youth video that 
Kathleen was in? 

Billy: Well, Sonic Youth is like a 
space station that orbits around a 
psychic landscape and they send 
these psychic projections down onto 
earth and I think that had something 
to do with it. And somehow Kathleen 
got involved. 

P.P.: Um...could you go 
more in depth with that. I'm 
sorta lost myself. 

Billy: Well, we’re in a totally dif¬ 
ferent hemisphere. See, last night a 
mother of these fifteen year old girls 
gave me this shirt. 

Tobi (appearing and joining in): 
She was 43 years old and she was 
dancing around. 

Billy: She was stage diving and 
dancing around. She was totally on 
a rampage. This [the shirt] is an 
outer space landscape. See, Sonic 
Youth is symbolically like a space 
station orbiting around a psychic 
landscape. Bikini Kill is in a totally 
different hemisphere. Symbolically 
we’re like three girls in a reform 
school and I’m like the janitor. I clean 
the hallways and the bathrooms in 
the daytime, and at 3:30 in the 
morning these psychic projections 
come into the building from outer- 
space, supposedly from Sonic Youth 
and the girls tell stories about this. 
And that’s how that happened. It’s 


all true. The whole concept of sound 
going to the end of the galaxy, and 
there’s like this proverbial wall. Do 
you understand that? 

P.P.: How the universe is 
like a curve? 

Billy: Right, it ricochets, and it’s 
coming back, and these sound waves 
change the DNA structures of cer¬ 
tain individuals psychically inclined to 
communicate on that sphere. 

P.P. I gotcha...I figured 
with Thurston Hearts the Who 
that you guys didn't like Sonic 
Youth. 

Billy: That was kinda like a joke 
song, you see. 

Tobi: It was like a question. 

P.P. And what was the question? 

Tobi: Sonic Youth thinks 
they’re cool, does that mean every¬ 
thing to you. Question mark. 

Billy: Question mark. 

Tobi: It’s really literal. 

Billy: Asking questions. 

Tobi: It was about how there’s 
coolness and then there’s authori¬ 
ties of coolness and who are those 
authorities and what does that mean 
to you. It’s just asking. 

P.P.: So why'd you have 
the show review over it. 

Tobi: Because those people 
were an authority too. See what I 
mean. And the Who is like...a phe¬ 
nomenal type band. We were being 
written about like we were public fig¬ 
ures. And Sonic Youth are into be¬ 
ing public figures, their personali¬ 
ties are high-profile. The Who was 
totally into that too, like the album 


The Who Sell Out was all about that, 
being public figures and selling 
yourself, and commenting on it. So 
it was kinda like a collage. That’s 
just my interpretation. 

Billy: It’s like a combination of 
the rock star status of the Who and 
the mythology of Sonic Youth. 

Tobi: If I had to put it in a sen¬ 
tence, I would say it’s about the epis¬ 
temology of cool, epistemology 
means like...I can’t remember ex¬ 
actly, but I know it means what I want 
to say. 

P.P. Isn’t it the psychol¬ 
ogy of understanding how we 
understand? 

Tobi: It’s a philosophical term I 
learned, and that’s kinda what it was 
about. 

P.P. Interaction with 
people has always seemed to 
be an important part of your 
live shows. How has the in¬ 
creased size of your shows 
changed that, do you feel like 
you're being distanced from 
people due to your popularity? 

Tobi: No, we meet a lot more 
people now. But it’s kinda weird be¬ 
cause people ask for our autographs 
and it’s really strange. 

Billy: It seems like our audi¬ 
ence is also a lot younger now. 











Tobi: Yeah, a lot of younger 
kids come to our shows, I think 
that’s really cool. A lot of older 
people are more jaded. 

P.P.: When you say young 
you mean... 

Billy: I would say from sixth 
grade to tenth grade. In between 
there, and high school kids. 

Tobi: We heard of a five year 
old who knows all our lyrics last night. 
It’s weird when you meet people and 
you have a conversation with them, 
and then they’re all “Can I have your 
autograph?” and you’re like “Ok” and 
then like 25 people stand in line and 
they all want your autograph and it’s 
just really weird because why do they 
want it...I don’t know. 

Billy: Sometimes I sign auto¬ 
graphs just because it’s a way to 
communicate with people. 

Tobi: Yeah, you can talk to the 
people. It’s like a question, like a 
ritual. That way they have an excuse 
to say hi. You don’t wanna be conde¬ 
scending, like, “Oh you think I’m cool 
and I’m really not,” so that the people 
feel stupid, but at the same time you 
feel like a total chump. 

P.P.: How do you feel about 
people making fun of you and 
stuff, like tonight? 

Tobi: It’s just kinda a reality. 
It’s lame, sometimes because it 
dominates things and the show’s not 
as good as it could be. 


Billy: Sometimes it’s really 
hard to diffuse that situation, but 
times we’re really successful at it. 

P.P.: But would you rather just 
play and count off in between songs 
and not say anything? 

Tobi: Sometimes. But, me and 
Billy don’t really talk a lot during our 
shows. Kathleen is putting herself 
out on the line a lot more than we 
are. We give her a lot of freedom 
even though we might not agree with 
everything she says, in fact we hardly 
ever do. (laughter) Well no, it’s true, 
we give her a lot of freedom because 
she is putting herself in a position 
where she could get beat up at any 
moment. She can have full control 
of the stage while she’s on it. It’s 
just a matter of trust. We’re a lot 
more shy. That’s probably why she’s 
the singer. 

P.P.: From the schedule I’ve 
seen of this tour it’s pretty strenu¬ 
ous. Do you feel that when you’re 
putting on a performance so many 
times in such a short period of time 
that you get distanced from the 
material you’re performing? 

Tobi: Yeah, it depends on if the 
songs on a good song or not. 

Billy: It gets choreographed. 


Tobi: If the songs not that good 
of a song it gets worse. If it’s a good 
song it gets better, that’s how I think 
about it. But with drumming that’s 
how it is. 

P.P.: Do you have any new re¬ 
leases coming out? 

Tobi: We’re gonna try and 
record when we get home. Probably 
a couple singles. 

P.P. Cool, which is more 
important to you, to be musi¬ 
cally entertaining or politically 
enlightening or a mix? 

Tobi: I don’t know about enlight¬ 
ening cause I don’t really like that word. 
It assumes that everyone is really stu¬ 
pid and you tell them the truth and then 
everything will be cool, and I don’t know 
if I buy into that idea. Political enter¬ 
tainment is not really contradicting it¬ 
self, I don’t think. 

Billy: Sometimes I’m really pre¬ 
occupied with the workings of the 
P.A. and trying to get my guitar to 
sound right. My head blew up a 
couple weeks ago, so I’m playing 
through a bass head and it sounds 
kinda strange. 

Tobi: I like to think of myself 
as an entertainer. But then again I 
don’t sometimes. 

[We get Tobi to bring Kathleen 
over...] 


like to think of myself 
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P.P.: When Dan saw you in 
Chicago he said a verse that kept 
popping up in various songs was 
“I’m your freak show tonight/’ Do 
you feel you’re being gawked at 
when you’re performing tonight? 
Is there anyway to perform in a 
band and not be a freak? 

Kathleen: Why yes, I feel like I’m 
being gawked at live. Part of the thing 
that is really weird for me is that I 
used to be an exotic dancer and I find 
that sometimes there’s not really that 
much of a difference between play¬ 
ing a punk bar and beihg a stripper 
except for I have my clothes on. A lot 
of men come with the same exact 
attitudes that guys do that come 
to a strip bar. They think, “Oh, 
it’s a girl band, we’ll go and 
watch their butts and their tits 
or something like that.” They 
don’t think of us as perform¬ 
ers they just think of us sorta 
like seals that jump through 
hoops that have tits. Like 
the guys tonight saying 
“take your clothes off.” 

P.P.: I think they were 
being more sarcastic with 
that remark. 

Kathleen: Right, but re¬ 
gardless, it’s not taking my per¬ 
spective into account cause I did 
that shit for fucking seven years and 
it’s not funny to me. I have to deal 
with sexism every day so it’s like 
maybe boys can find that really 
funny and humorous, I don’t have 
the luxury to find that humorous. I 
live it every fucking day. That’s not 
funny to me, and if I say it’s not 
funny, it’s not funny. You know 
what I mean? It’s like there’s no ar¬ 
gument there, whether it’s funny or 
not, if I say I don’t find it funny it 
means, “hey, be cool to me and re¬ 
spect me, your joke is not my joke.” 

P.P.: So you do feel like a 
freak show then? 


Kathleen: Fuck yeah, do you 
feel like a freak show ever? Riding 
on the bus, fucking guys calling you 
fags and shit. I’m sure that happens 
doesn’t it? 

P.P.: Actually just last night 
someone was telling me that I was 
“touching one of my friends an 
awful lot.’’ and I was like, “what 
the hell?’’ 

Kathleen: Yeah. So what? 
Boys should touch each other more. 
I mean, they don’t fucking have to 
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beat each other up. It’s the only rea¬ 
son they beat people up is because 
they want to fuck each other. 

P.P.: Well, I wouldn’t go that 

far. 

Kathleen: Well, I would. Any 
more questions? 

P.P.: Yeah, when you 
played in Chicago you prefaced 
one song by saying something 
to that effect that people 
shouldn’t blame the women in 
pornography, but the porno 
itself. What do you think the 
difference is? 

Kathleen: The difference is 
that pornography as an institution 
or as an industry is largely run by 
straight white males and that’s who 
profits from it. The women who 
work in the industry are a lot of 
time supporting themselves or 
their families. There’s a big dif¬ 
ference between an image of 
pornography or the pornogra¬ 
phy industry and a women who 
is basically, in a way, serving a 
burger just like a person at 
McDonalds does. Women who 
don’t have the option, who don’t 
have a college education or aren’t 
from the middle class or wealthy 
don’t necessarily have the luxury to 
turn down a high-paying job like 
that. It’s just offensive when people 
pinpoint the women in the industry 
who really aren’t making the most 
profit from it, as the one’s that are 
exploiting men. But, I have 
to go now... 

P.P.: Oh...you wanna leave an 
address or something? 

Kathleen: Our address is Kill 
Rock Stars; 120 NE State #418; 
Olympia, WA 98501. Thank you. 

P.P.: Thanks. 
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“You’re just a bunch of rock stars, you’re a 
bunch of lard...’’ Who is that about and why? 

It’s about a bunch of fat, lazy local musicians 
who thought they were better than us and 
who don’t even exist anymore, so there. 

What’s the story behind Joe’s restaurant? I’ve 
heard of it a lot, but I know 
little about it. Does it real¬ 
ly exist? 

Not any more. It got 
sold. 
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The Queers, 
a band with a 


WOT& long history of fun 
three chord punk rock. 
They can put out great records, play great shows 
are are fairly entertaining people. When I originaly 
interviewed Joe King things went fairly well except 
for the fact that the tape player malfunctioned. So, 
in a panic I had Larry Livermore ask them these 
questions that I sent him while they were recording 
for their new album. Apparently they felt free to be 
the biggest smart-asses they could. Ah yes, the joys 
of punk rock. You know you've hit the big time 
when people love you even if you're an asshole. 
Interview by Will Dandy pics by Shawn Scallen 

Whoever’s answering questions: what’s your 
name and what do you do in the band? 

Joe King, singer/guitarist; Hugh O’Neill, 
drums; B-Face, bass 

In listening to old Queers albums I’ve noticed 
that you guys went from being a fast three 
chord band to a poppy Screeching Weasel-ish 
band, to sorta coming back to the fast stuff 
again on the new album. How can you explain 
these shifts? 

All of our songs have three chords, what are 
you talking about? As for changing our 
sound back and forth, maybe we just can’t 
make up our mind. Maybe we don’t even 
have one. 

In the song “Too Many Twinkies” you say 


I have a copy of the song “I Don’t Wanna Get 
Involved With You” on a 7” by a Boston band 
called Facts About Rats and their 7” says that it 
was written by the Queers and their singer 
Bobby Gaudreau, but you don’t mention that 
on the LP (“Grow Up”). Why? Was it just a 
careless mistake? 
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He didn’t have anything to do with 
writing it, he couldn’t carry a tune in 
a bucket, but he changed a couple 
lines of the lyrics and begged us to let 
him share songwriting credit so we said 
OK. 

What inspired you guys to get back together 
with Wimpy and record those two 7”s with him 
of old stuff? Did you record anything else with 
him? 


Any last comments? Addresses? New 
releases? 

If Larry [Livermore] doesn’t kill us 
first, we’ve got a couple new records 
coming out, a 7” EP called “Surf 
Goddess” will be out in January, and 
a new album called, well, we’re not 
sure, but maybe “Move Back Home” 
will be out in April, both on Lookout. 
Plus for you connoisseurs of the truly 
ugly, we have a new picture disc out 
on Clearview Records, but Hugh says 
fuck that because he’s not on it. B- 
Face says buy two copies because he 
did the artwork. Joe says he doesn’t 
give a fuck. You can write us at 
PO Box 1201, North Hampton, 
NH (that’s New Fucking Hampshire, 
you west coast fucks), 03862.. 


The explanation is on the 7”s, can’t you read? 
The other two tracks from those sessions will 
be on the “Fatso” EP on Woundup Records 
out of Kansas City, MO. 

Would you say that “you’re tripping” is an 
nazi song? anti-skinhead song? Or what? 


Neither, it’s an anti-bonehead song. 

It seems incredible to me that you guys have 
been around for 13 years. How many people are 
original members? How do you keep going and 
not kill each other? Do you think you'll be doing 
it for 13 more years? 


Yes. No. Maybe. Somehow. One original 
member. And we have come close to killing 
each other. Maybe more than close, that 
might help explain why there’s been so many 
lineup changes. You got a problem with that? 
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Huggy Bear hails from jolly olde England, 
and if you haven't heard of them, you 
should really check out a record or two; 
unfortunatly, for reasons expressed 
below, they will not be a band for much 
longer. Dave Hake & I were able to catch 
Chris from Huggy Bear after an unbeliev¬ 
able show in Chicago. There was an ince- 
dent at the show where a drunk boy (who 
looked like he just stepped out of a bar 
scene in Suburbia) decided to disrupt the 
people enjoying the show. Chris stepped 
off the stage, confrunted the guy (who 
threw a few punches that missed wildly), 
and ended up finishing the song sitting on 
the guy's back. The whole time, Chris did¬ 
n't stop singing and the band didn't stop 
playing. This is Huggy Bear. Interview by 
Dave Hake (PPH) and Dan Sinker (PPS) 
photos by Sean Capone 


PPH: as far as tonight’s incident goes.. 

C: which incident? Do you mean the 
punk poser guy? I think he wanted a lit¬ 
tle bit of attention. 

PPS: he sure got it 

C: yeah. I guess... I should have just 
killed him shouldn’t I? If someone else 
have had the jumps on him, I wouldn’t 
have been too sorry. He was very easy to 
push around though, so it made me feel 
very strong and powerful. My Clark 
Kent fantasies coming true. 

PPH: he seemed pretty easy to 
manipulate. 

C: Yeah, he took a dive. 

PPH: It almost had its own choreog¬ 
raphy to it 

PPS: At first, when he was throwing 
those punches that weren’t going any¬ 
where, I thought it was a set up. 


this could 


very well 


Huggy Bear 



C: I was 
worried 
about that, 

I thought people 

were going to see this and were going 
to be like “Oh Huggy Bear, cheap con¬ 
troversy, 
they paid 
some boy to 
throw a fake 
punch in the middle of the show.’’ 
Anyway, as far as that incident goes, 
what? 

PPH: Have there _ _ 

been any other inci- fa A ttlG 
dents like that pre¬ 
viously on this tour? 

C: On this tour, thankfully 

none.Yesterday, actually, 

there was this one boy and ■ 

it was a very similar inci- I OS t 

dent. About three or four 

songs in, he started pushing 


interview 


principally veiy small girls 
who were at the front of the 
stage. Not just like dancing 
and being like rather too elbow like—I explained that 
well, that’s going to come across good in print—he was 
being just like a brat, and pushing them on the shoulders 
and barging into them and stuff. So we 
stopped the song and we made him look flXWfk f* 
stupid. Which is what we always try to ^ * Wl 
do. We always try to make it silly so it 
doesn’t get too ugly. Cause then everyone has a bad 
time. They think that we should play. We always get 
that, we’re trying to save people from 
getting pushed around in the front, ^ 
and they’re going “just play some w If\O y • 

music”, you know, “quit this politic * " 

thing!” And all it is making sure little kids don’t get 
pushed around. But that was just one thing yesterday, 
we had to just sort one guy out and it was easy. 

PPH: So would you say in Europe, comparing it to the 
United States, is there more or less of that? 

C: In Europe? In England probably when the whole Riot 
Grrl thing gained some attention a lot of boys... it was 
obvious that they just felt threatened and felt that they 
were going to be left out of the next big thing, in terms 
of the currency of English music phenomenon goes. So 
any show where a band with girls who are very vocal 
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about being girls in a band, there would 
be boys there who would act up and be 
rude to them, and try to cause disrup¬ 
tions and things. But that didn’t last 
for a very long time, I guess they fig¬ 
ured there was always something else 
to go on to. Somewhere where they 
could get stoned, or push people 
around legitimately without causing 
any trouble. They don’t like being 
humiliated anyway, it seems like any 
disruption at a show I ever saw, the 
antagonists were always quickly put to 
rights and just ended up looking stu¬ 
pid, so they didn’t gain anything. In 
Europe, though, everyone’s too stoned 
to act up about anything. Nobody goes 
to shows in Europe. 

PPH: So are you saying that usually if 
somebody acts up, nobody is going to 
stop it just because theyVe too com¬ 
placent, or because normally its not 
that big of a deal? 

C: at your average independent music 
show in England, you get a hundred 
assholes in every audience. You know, 
they drunk too much or they’ve taken 
drugs for the first time in their life and 
are trying to bond with everyone by 
using their heads. So they either just get 
into a fight, or the bouncers will eject 
them or something. Or it just gets ugly. 
But it seems like obviously when they’re 
girls involved and they’re trying to police 
their own show, its always like “What do 
these girls think they’re doing? We’re 
just having a good time.” The whole phe¬ 
nomenon has just died down now, peo¬ 
ple are doing their own thing in their 
own way and it doesn’t really happen 
anymore that people purposefully tiy to 
get into the way of things. 

PPH: So in the US, did you feel like the 
level of that was similar to that in 
Europe? 

C: People seem a lot more cooler and 
illuminated in America, which seems 
weird because the English perception 
of America is that you’re all stupid. 

PPS: Which isn’t entirely off base. 

C: Well no, but in terms of your punk 
rock communities in your various cities 
and towns, they’re a lot more advanced 
and knowledgeable than ours. I mean, 
it’s just a fact. Punk rock is almost like 
a dirty word in England. There are only 
a few bands that would say they’re try¬ 
ing to do something which is punk rock, 


and not be embarrassed about it. I 
mean, the whole of music as a thing in 
England is pretty much press generated 
with NME and Melody Maker and stuff. 

PPH: So find that you have a lot of con¬ 
temporaries in England or not many? 

C: Oh no, we have more bands that we 
feel a kind of kinship with in America. 
There’s a few bands in England that I 
really like that seem to be doing good 
things, but it’s isolated. There’s no real 
sense of community or anything like that. 
I’m not really answering any questions 
am I? I just like going Blah blah blah... 
PPS: But that’s OK! 


PPH: Yeah, so as far as the future of 
Huggy Bear goes, I understand that 
you’re going to break up? 

C: Yeah, we’ll break up when we get home. 

PPS: why is that? 

C: Uh, the completely, utterly truthful 
answer is because even a month into 
being Huggy Bear we always decided 
that we’d only be a band for three years. 
If we were only a band for three years, 
we’d get everything done that we want¬ 
ed to do and never get lazy about it and 
wait for it to happen. We’d have to make 
it happen, because three years isn’t a 
very long time. And so our three years 
was up in September, but because this 
tour got organized, we extended our 
shelf life just a tiny bit longer. 


PPH: So individually, do you have plans 
beyond Huggy Bear then? 

C: They’re really vague, we want to be 
out of the whole thing of touring for a 
little while, and worrying about being in 
a band all the time, and being attacked 
for being in a band all the time. And it 
will be nice to generate a little time for 
running our record label, which we’ve 
been trying to start, and maybe get 
some writing done. We’ve all got little 
things we want to do, but they’re not all 
principally band things. Maybe in six 
months time or something it’ll be nice to 
start a band again with a fresh outlook. 


PPH: You mentioned that there was 
hostility towards you as far as being in 
a band goes, what does that mean? 

C: Its only really in England... What did 
you want to know about that? 

PPS: Well, why is there? 

C: Oh, because... How many reasons 
are there? Because we’re not very fluent 
musical currency for England. You 
know, we don’t sound like most of those 
other bands that get written about 
every week. And we don’t want to do 
interviews, with any of those writers 
because they’re boring writers. And I 
think it’s irresponsible to talk to writers 
when you know they’re like shit! They 
don’t put forward any ideas which are 
good. I mean I can’t generalize about all 
writers, but like principally in the two 





















major English publications, they re not 
interesting and they’re not doing any¬ 
thing except picking up their paycheck 
and like creating this stagnant atmos¬ 
phere where music is always the same 
and its going to be answerable to the 
same series of critiques, which is like 
“Do they Rock?” “Are they good looking?” 
“Do they want to hang out with us?” 
PPH: So consequently, are there a lot 
of weird expectations placed on you 
because of their generic outlook on 
music? 

C: There was, I guess they kind of fig¬ 
ured at the beginning, because we got a 
lot of attention very quickly, they were 
like “great! Huggy Bear are part of our 
club.” But we're no good at that, we 
don’t hang out with anyone. We’re a 
really insular group, we don’t even have 
many friends who we hang out with. 
The last thing we want to do is hang out 
with some bloated music journalist and 
talk about the new band from Man¬ 


chester, or wherev¬ 
er is kind of like in 
vogue this week. 
It’s just so uninter¬ 
esting, it makes 
you feel cheap. If 
we sound like we’re 
puritans, or we’re 
richous about it... 
It’s cause we are!! I 
don’t want to hang 
out with these peo¬ 
ple, I’m not inter¬ 
ested in it, none of 
the band is. 

PPH: So in Eng¬ 
land, are there a lot 
of underground 
people who are 
interested in talk¬ 
ing to you? 

C: Well see that’s 
the thing, at the 
end of the day, 
both papers tried to 
bury us. And in 
terms of us being 
liked on a less 
weekly level, they 
didn’t. But that’s 
no loss whatsoever 
because we were 
never interested in 
having this kind of 
casual relationship 
with people who are into music. When 
we buy records, its an im-portant thing 
for us. And when people buy our 
records, I want it to be an important 
thing for them. So the people who like 
us now, or write to us or come and see 
us, they braved the music press bull¬ 
shit and they like us because they like 
us, that will generate its own thing, or 
go its own way. I was never making 
music to make lots of friends. But it did 
hurt. I will go down on the record say¬ 
ing it was a particularly uncomfortable 
experience for a certain amount of time. 
Just to be out, seeing a show or being 
out with your friends, or something and 
somebody would see you and look at 
you as if you were a loser, because in 
the general scheme of things music 
press wise, you weren’t liked so therefor 
you didn’t exist, or shouldn’t exist. 
PPH: So as far as the music press 
attention, comparing the United 
States to England, is there a lot more 



of the higher level music press inter¬ 
ested in bands? 

C: America’s bigger, but you still seem to 
have those three or four major publica¬ 
tions. You have Rolling Stone, and Spin 
and whatever the others are. But they do 
the same thing, you know like the 
Smashing Pumpkins are the biggest 
band in the world, but it doesn’t matter 
if they’re good or not, that’s the thing 
that everyone reads a lot of people may 
be buying a music magazine for the first 
time. They’re like a fourteen year old kid 
or something, and they’re like “this is 
about music, and I like music, and the 
Smashing Pumpkins are the greatest 
band in the world!” It feeds their knowl¬ 
edge. And some people try and find 
things underneath that, and some peo¬ 
ple will just always go along and just buy 
those or get bored of buying those things. 
It just doesn’t seem very interesting. 

PPH: You said that in the three years 
that you were going to be a band, there 
were certain goals you wanted to meet, 
do you feel you’ve met those goals? 

C: Yeah, we’ve easily done as much as 
we wanted to do. I mean easily. We 
worked are bodies down to the bone, we 
recorded all the songs we wanted to 
record, we played all the shows we 
wanted to played, we tried to answer for 
good people as many questions as we 
could. We tried to help things where we 
could help things, and we got to play 
with loads of bands we like as well. We 
had a lot of fun, it wasn’t all terrible. It 
was all hard work, some of it was hard 
work and really good fun. 

PPH: So has this last tour been like a 
nice cap to the whole thing? 

C: Well... 

PPS:Are tours ever nice? 

C: That’s a good question, we have a 
whole aesthetic of what makes a good 
tour, it’s probably to long to get into it 
all now, but it means having a whole 
mindset. Are you being a valid person 
involved in ideas and music on tour? Or 
are you just soaking it all up and being 
dropped at the venue eating the tofu, 
vegetarian tofu, and then going to the 
house and hanging out and then going 
on to the next show, or do you actually 
gear yourself up towards making things 
happen within that. You write your next 
set of ideas down for what you want to 
achieve. You think about what you’re 


























achieve. You think about what you’re 
doing all the time. And we’ve always 
tried to do that, but this tour, because 
we know that the band’s ending its been 
harder. It's been kind of sad, and we've 
had our arguments and stuff, and a lot 
of the shows have been kind of anti-cli- 
rnatic. You kind of expect that in a way. 
PPH: So not to belabor that thing with 
-,the confrontation tonight, but did you 
feel like you dealt with that in the way 
that you wanted to deal with that? Did 
you feel good about the outcome? 

C: Other people would have to answer 
about whether that was a good thing. I 
mean, if 1 looked ridiculous doing it, 
then it wasn’t a good thing, but I just 
didn’t want him to push anyone 
around. And when I saw that he was 
easy to push back... I just enjoyed sit¬ 
ting on him, basically! I could tell that I 
wasn’t going to get hurt, it seemed to 
quash the situation from being any¬ 
thing that was potentially harmful to 
people in the audience, which is some¬ 
thing I care about. It became just jok¬ 
ing, if people think I looked silly, well 
that’s just fine. I just didn’t want it to 
escalate into anything horrible. 

PPH: In what way do you think sexual¬ 
ity plays into your lyrics and into what 
you are as a band? 

C: How important is it? It’s completely 
important. It’s inseparable from every¬ 
thing we do, really. We’ve always been 
the kind of people that rather than 
known what we are, or what we want to 
do, or have fully understood to kind of 
people we meet and emphasize with, 
we’ve always looking for other things as 
well, and we never really knew what we 
were. All through our lives, its been 
hard to say “Oh, I’m this, or I’m this, or 
I understand this.” Everything was con¬ 
fusing. It was always confusing. And 
sometimes that confusion was a good 
thing. It’s like Sonic Youth, “confusion 
is sex,” it’s true! I think all of our sexu¬ 
al lives, in terms of kind of even half way 
trying to form an identity, its always 
been weird. And we’ve always tried to 
mirror that in terms of what we’ve writ¬ 
ten and what we’ve performed. 

PPS: Do you think there’s a certain 
power in ambiguity? 

C: That depends on if the ambiguity is 
genuine. If you’re generally confused, 
and you can’t express yourself in any 


other way than being confused, you 
can’t ask anyone for anything other 
than that. But I think if you use ambi¬ 
guity to call as many people to like you 
as possible, I think that’s kind of 
sneaky and a bit dishonest. Maybe I 
don’t. I don’t know. 

PPH: Well I know what you’re saying. 
One thing that I’ve gotten out of what 
I see in the band or whatever, is that 
for me I don’t know how I feel about 
sexual categorization as far as sexual¬ 
ity goes, I think that there’s a lot of 
open ended aspects to it that can get 
paved over by straight and homosexu¬ 
al or whatever. 

C: Yeah, sorry, I don’t mean to inter¬ 
rupt, but we’ve had trouble before. 
People have said “you should just come 
out and say that you’re this or your 
this, and this sort of weird perpetuation 
of ambiguous signals is not doing any¬ 
one any good.” But it’s more honest for 
us to be like that. People are confused. 
If I could answer a question and fill 
everyone up with 
rhetoric about a 
certain thing that 
I’m not knowledge¬ 
able on, I’d feel dis¬ 
honest. My whole 
life has been con¬ 
fused. The girls in 
my band have had 
confusing lives, 
our friends have 
had .confusing 
lives. That’s just 
the honest truth of 
it. It’s hit and miss, 
we discover things 
as we go along, but 
what we do do, is 
we try to include 
as many different 
outlooks as possi¬ 
ble. We’re not dis¬ 
missive particular¬ 
ly... at all! 

PPS: Do you think 
once Huggy Bear 
ends, you’re going 
to try to release a 
retrospective of 
everything you’ve 
put out, because 
you all have put out 
so much on so 


many different things available in so 
many different places. 

C: I don’t think we will. I mean, if any¬ 
one wants to make their own tape com¬ 
pilation they can do that. I don’t want to 
make any money off old things... He 
says richeously. I would actually like a 
lot of money!! But no, I don’t want to see 
a Huggy Bear compilation or anything. 
PPH: So, I’m only familiar with the 
material you’ve released in the United 
States, and the “Main Squeeze” 7” on 
Rugger Bugger, a lot of the stuff you 
played to night is any of that... 

C: Nearly everything we played tonight is 
new material, and that’s on our final com¬ 
bination release which is going to come 
out on Kill Rock Stars in America and 
Wiiija in England. And maybe that will 
encapsulate everything which is about 
Huggy Bear in one way or another. Which, 
to sum things up, it was people who were 
kind of physically not very large, but tried 
to frnd places where they could be power¬ 
ful just by thinking themselves there. 














do you feel that you’ll be addressing 
that in whatever you do after Huggy 
Bear? To what extent is that a perva¬ 
sive theme in your life, or in what 
you’re trying to do. 

C: Everything’s confusing. Whether 
you’re a shy person, or whether you’re a 
very outgoing person, whether you’re 


someone who has trouble articulating 
things, whether you’re a girl with a large 
chest, whether a boy who has a small 
penis, whether you’re somebody who 
kind of wants to understand so much all 
the time that life is constantly burning 
you down, they’re all confusing things, 
you know? Kids are sitting around, 
there are always things that are confus¬ 
ing, and they’re not always sexualized 
issues, but then again its always going 
to play a part in your sex life, if you’re at 
all a sexual person. So I don’t see how 


we could avoid to partially mirror some¬ 
thing to do with those things. 

PPS: Should we just conclude on that 
note? 

PPH:Yeah. 

C: Come on, ask me one other question, 
which is something I can give in one answer. 
One word. 

(silence) 

C: Oh come 
on, just a 
trivial ques¬ 
tion. TTiis’ll 
probably be 
the last interview I 
ever do. Ask me 
what my favorite TV 
show is or some¬ 
thing. It’ll be so nice 
to be asked some¬ 
thing light hearted, 
then every-one will 
go “but why does he 
like that?” 

PPS: Where is your 
favorite spot to go 
in London? 

C: My favorite spot 
to go in London? Oh, 
that’s good! The 
back street walk that 
leads from Kings 
Cross British Rail 
station around the 
gardens of Blooms¬ 
bury to [I’m sorry, I 
can’t understand this 
name at alll tube sta¬ 
tion, ‘cause they’re 
really quiet, and ^ 
they’re really J 
good houses ■ 
and stuff on Jb 
them, and you 
always go there with 
people you like ‘cause 
its kind of quiet for talking and stuff. 
PPH:Thanks a lot 
PPS:Thank you 
C: oh, you’re welcome. 
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by 

barren Cahr 


I knew my parents were alive 
when I saw the telegram come in 
the mail two days after Cindy told 
us they died. It was in the kitchen 
like we were all at a meeting, gath¬ 
ered around the table like we had 
something to talk about, but we 
didn’t say anything because we 
were afraid that if we closed our 
eyes and tried to think we might 
start to laugh, and that wouldn’t 
have been good at all. 

Cindy was there, but then 
she was always there, at least it 
sometimes seemed that way. She 
didn’t look like a Cindy, or what 
I thought a Cindy should look 
like. I pictured a Cindy with dark 
brown hair tickling her shoul¬ 
ders, a wave that bounces while 
she walks. I saw pale skin, saddle 
shoe and pleated skirts and stay¬ 
ing out too late because your 
boyfriend wanted to kiss you and 
you just couldn’t say no. 

Cindy was none of that. She 
was either forty or forty five, black¬ 
ish-grey hair thinning like a man’s. 
She looked like she might ciy at 
any moment, fall to the floor in a 
flood of tears. Which isn’t to say 
that she ever did that. Mostly, she 
sat in one spot sipping tea, telling 
us stories. We thought that it was 


her job, telling us stories, because 
she showed up at our house every 
day that summer and told us 
something that we didn’t know. 

Of course, when she told us 
that our parents were dead, sat 
there and told us, me and Carol 
and Wendy, we thought that she 
was telling us another story. Then 
she started sniffing her nose like 
a rabbit, and I thought she was 
going to cry, and that’s when we 
thought that it was true, until I 
saw the telegram. 

It was sitting at the table, like 
the rest of us, sitting straight up 
on a chair. I hadn’t noticed it be¬ 
fore because I was too busy notic¬ 
ing everyone else: Carol and Wendy 
had their chairs pushed together 
under the bay window, the middle 
one, the one without the shades. 
They were whispering to each 
other about something because 
they were twins and they always 
had something to whisper about. 
And they were both staring at me, 
which was making me feel very un¬ 
comfortable, and my chair started 
feeling prickly, and I turned to look 
at Cindy, who was sitting on her 
chair sipping tea. 

She was looking out the win¬ 
dow over Carol and Wendy’s heads, 
mumbling something under her 
breath too quietly for me to hear. I 
was getting bored with all of this, 
so I started looking around the 
kitchen, the range, the fridge, the 
sink, until I looked at the empty 
chair, and I saw the telegram sit¬ 
ting there like a good member of 
our family, sitting nicely at the 
table, waiting for suppertime. 

Of course, I couldn’t see that 
it was a telegram, and I didn’t re¬ 
ally know what a telegram was 
anyway. But when I saw Cindy 


look alarmed when I picked it up, 
I knew that it was important, so I 
ran out of the kitchen with the let¬ 
ter tucked under my arm like a 
football, sliding along the floor 
until I got to my room. Once I got 
there, I locked the door, and stuck 
my baseball bat under the handle 
just in case, because I saw them 
do that in a movie, and it seemed 
like a cool thing to do. 

I sat down at my table and 
took a look at the envelope. It was 
small with blue trim, and a little 
printed message at the top that 
said “Telegram.” The edge had 
been ripped. Inside, there was a 
little piece of paper that also said 
telegram at the top, but this one 
also said “Having fun. Be home 
soon. Mom and Dad.” So I knew 
Cindy was lying, they were fine. 
Another story, another lie. I 
wanted to kill her. 

So I started looking through 
my closet for guns. I knew that I 
had some, and so did GI Joe, but 
his were too small, and I didn’t 
think that they’d be too effective 
on Cindy. Besides, I had my own 
gun, a plastic .45 with caps that 
you stuck inside in a roll so that 
when you shot it there would be 
a noise, “Bang!”, and smoke 
would come out of the end. I 
would use this, just like the man 
from UNCLE. 










I kept thinking, kill her dead, 
kill her dead, while I was pacing 
the room, kicking my bed, punch¬ 
ing my chair. I was really mad, and 
I started to throw a few things be¬ 
fore I calmed down. I mean, what 
could be a worse lie than telling a 
kid that his parents were dead, 
that they wouldn’t be coming back. 
Carol and Wendy could believe 
whatever they wanted to believe, 
but Cindy was going to hurt. I 
wasn’t sure about the details, but 
she was in deep, yes she was. 

It was pretty obvious why we 
thought it was all a story at first, 
it was so funny, you could just pic¬ 
ture it—she had told it like she told 
all of her stories, voice rising and 
falling with the action, eyes glow¬ 
ing like the charcoal that my Dad 
would use when he cooked steaks 
on the barbeque. It was all so real 
that Carol and Wendy and I used 
to say that if any of her stories re¬ 
ally happened, they wouldn’t have 
been nearly as real as when Cindy 
told them to us. We just knew it. 

Like when she told us the sto¬ 
ries about when she used to live 
in Alabama when she was a little 
girl. These stories we didn’t believe 
either, because they were just too 
ridiculous; all of her stories were 
ridiculous from beginning to end. 
And she would swear up and 
down, Lord Holy Jesus! Swear 
right up and down and ask the 
Son, Our Savior! to take her away 
if an untruth passed her lips. That 
was what she would say when one 
of us would tell her that we 
thought she was lying. That’s what 
she’d say. Not that we really knew 
who the Lord Holy Jesus was, be¬ 
cause our parents had raised us 
not to believe in that stuff because 
we were Jewish, which I guessed 
meant that we were sort of like 
Jews, which I sort of understood, 
but not really, because we were 
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just Jew-ish. We weren’t real Jews 
becasue we were just -ish. They 
told us about all the different reli¬ 
gions, but the only thing that I re¬ 
membered was that people who be¬ 
lieved in something other than 
what we believed in, people who 
celebrated Christmas, were called 
-ians, Christians, and that 
sounded a lot more real than be¬ 
ing simply -ish. But when Cindy 
said that she hoped that the Lord 
Holy Jesus would take her away, 
she seemed to mean it, whatever 
it meant. 

When she was a young girl, 
and this is what she told us, when 
she was a young girl, her family 
lived in a little house along the 



road, near the ocean, with three 
rooms and a bathroom, she said 
that she had three brothers and 
two sisters, and that one bedroom 
was for the boys and one was for 
the girls, and one was for her par¬ 
ents, who worked in a restaurant 
in town. And all the kids would sit 
and play outside, in the field across 
the street. They used to like play¬ 
ing jump rope, and hide-and-go- 
seek, and tag, and other things too. 
One day, she said, some people in 
a pickup truck came by. Three 
men were in the cab, drinking 
beers, while there was another 
man in the back, and he started 
throwing bricks at them. One of 
her brothers got hit in the head. 
When he got hit, they yelled "Nigger 
Nigger Nigger” and drove away. 
She said that her brother has been 
stupid ever since and has to live 


with their mother, even though 
he’s older even than Cindy, and 
they never found out who did it. 
But that’s not how she told it. 
When she told us a story, it would 
take all day. She would tell us 
about what they had eaten for 
breakfast, and lunch, and every 
little thing that happened that day. 
It seemed like she was reliving the 
whole day which, of course, took 
all day. But even though it was 
long, it was always an exciting 
story. All of her stories were excit¬ 
ing stories; that’s why we thought 
she was making them up. And 
now, I’d caught her telling a fib. A 
really bad one, almost as bad as 
saying her brother was stupid. I’d 
kill her dead. 

Now, I thought, if I was go¬ 
ing to do this, I thought that I 
might as well try to understand 
this killing and dead thing. So I 
looked them up in the dictionary, 
and under Kill it said “To deprive 
of life,” which, as could be ex¬ 
pected, didn’t really mean that 
much to me. I wasn’t much for 
abstractions. But I was mad, and 
I wanted to find out what this 
killing and living and deading 
stuff was all about. 

So I looked up Death, and it 
said "The end of life,” so I knew 
that it was Life that I needed to 
understand. So I looked up Life 
and the definition was so long and 
complicated and full of words that 
I didn’t understand, that I thought 
that maybe I should try to figure it 
out myself. 

Okay, I thought, I’ve got Life, 
which makes it sound a little bit 
like a disease. I was like I was do¬ 
ing fine, and then I got Life, and 
things haven’t been the same 
since. And I thought that maybe 
my life was in my liver, that my 
liver had Life, so that maybe I was 
a Liver, like a Leper, like in the 
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Bible, only worse because the dis¬ 
ease was part of being alive and 
now I was confused. Was I sick? It 
sounded like Death was the oppo¬ 
site of Life, so if Life was like being 
ill, then having Death was like be¬ 
ing better, right? So, if I were dead, 
I’d be cured of Life. So the only 
thing to do about Life was to get 
dead, or get Death, or whatever the 
right way to say it was. I was never 
one for grammar. 

But if getting dead was some¬ 
thing good, and getting life was 
bad, then killing Cindy dead 
wouldn’t do much except help her 
out, which is the last thing I 
wanted to do. But if I had life too, 
then I guessed that it would prob¬ 
ably be great if I could get myself 
dead, so that I could be cured of 
Life, which was by then the same 
in my mind as being sick. So I put 
away the dictionary, and sat down 
on my racing car bed, and began 
to think about what I could do to 
get myself dead. 

But instead of getting dead, I 
was thinking about how Cindy had 
said that my parents had died, and 
why we all laughed when she told 
us that, and why everyone looked 
like they were about to laugh 
whenever they thought about it. 
She had sat down in the family 
room, on the big leather chair that 
my father usually sat on, and then 
she began. She said that our par¬ 
ents had been driving around 
Caracas, Venezuela, which she 
said was far away, just like our 
parents had said that it was far 
away before they left. She said that 
they were in a convertible, which I 
knew was a car without a roof, and 
they were driving behind a truck 
full of bananas, and the truck 
stopped short, and the car crashed 
into the truck, and three tons of 
bananas fell out of the the truck 
and onto my parents, which killed 


them. We all thought that it was 
very funny; Carol and Wendy 
laughed so hard that I thought 
they might suddenly hiccup and 
their heads would fall off. I just 
laughed normally, because it was 
like a joke, and you’re supposed 
to laugh at a joke, I knew that. 
Then Cindy started looking all se¬ 
rious and weepy, so we stopped 
laughing and believed her, even 
though we didn’t really know what 
she was talking about. 

My mother had always told 
me that bananas were good for me, 
and whenever I couldn’t go to the 
bathroom, she would give me a 



banana. Or was it when I had di¬ 
arrhea? I don’t remember too well, 
but I knew they were good for me, 
and there was my proof. They got 
death because of bananas. But 
then I remembered that Cindy was 
lying, and I wondered why she 
would tell us that if they weren’t 
really dead. And why she would be 
almost-ciying all the time, and why 
she would sit at the table with all 
of us, quietly, like we were un¬ 
happy? Cindy was always talking, 
why had she been so quiet the past 
couple of days? Maybe she was 
feeling guilty about telling us such 
an awful lie. Maybe something re¬ 


ally bad had happened to them, 
something horrible, and she was 
just trying to get our hopes up. I 
didn’t know, but it was definitely 
something to think about. 

Then, as if Cindy had been 
listening to my thinking, she 
knocked on the door, and asked 
me if she could come in. I got up 
from my bed and unlocked the 
door, and in waddled Cindy. She 
wasn’t particularly fat or any¬ 
thing, but she waddled like 
nobody’s business. Carol and 
Wendy used to make jokes that 
ducks would come into her back¬ 
yard just to take lessons in wad¬ 
dling. It seemed pretty funny then. 

She walked in, and sat down 
on the little chair by my table 
which was covered with crayons 
and paper and pictures of ba¬ 
nanas. She looked at the pictures 
for a minute or two, and then she 
turned to look at me. 

“You saw the telegram?” 

“You lied to us,” I said, and 
then suddenly, I was almost 
screaming. “They’re not dead! 
They’re coming home soon, you 
see?” and I held up the telegram 
and pushed it in her face. 

She looked at the telegram 
sadly for a moment, and then 
moved it away with a sweep of 
her wrist. 

“Honey, that was before the 
accident.” 

That hadn’t occured to me. 

“Why should I believe you?” 

I asked, voice still trembling with 
rage. 

“They’re dead, honey,” she 
said. “They really are.” 

She looked at me like she was 
going to cry again, and I thought 
about her brother, and I got up 
and hugged her. 

“I’m glad.” 
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by'Avnnvi Keller 

Toes. Knees. Then hands, 
on the plush carpet. She 
breaths in, pulls herself to her 
feet. The wall is helpful. The 
hall spins a little, then stead¬ 
ies itself. The girl turns a shiny 
doorknob and leans against a 
clean white door. She exhales, 
feeling relieved, and pushes into 
the room. The walls are a cool blue 
and the double bed, with its fluffy 
white comforter, looks like a little piece 
of heaven. The door swings shut and the 
pounding beat of the music and the 
chatter of the others is semi-muffled. 
The young woman inspects the bureau 
and the mirror above it. The face look¬ 
ing back at her is youthful but haggard, 
defiant, cold. Fear stares back though 
soft brown eyes. She is used to this, but 
today it feels terrible. Cora starts to won¬ 
der if she will ever leave this room, but 
that is morbid, and she makes herself 
think of other things. She shivers and 
collapses onto the bed. Peace. She curls 
into the fetal position, sobs once, and 
then gives up. She does not have it in 
her. She rolls over and breathes in 
slowly. 

“Where the hell did you come 
from?” She yelps, shocked, as she spots 
the boy sitting in the corner of the room, 
dangling a beer bottle between his thumb 
and forefinger. 

“I was just sitting in here when you 
came in.” His face is partially shaded by 
his hair, which is uneven, the longer parts 
brushing against his nose. That must be 
itchy, she thinks. The other part of his 
scraggly bangs end at, and merge with, 
his eyebrows, differentiated only becuase 
the latter is a soft brown while tiie former 
a murky blue. The eyes reach out through 
this tangle, boring a hole into a spot two 
inches behind Cora’s eyes. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t see you. I'll go 
somewhere else.” She says, making her 
voice like bells. 

“No, don’t be silly. Just forget I’m 
here. Go to sleep,” the calm voice re¬ 
plies. But the eyes remain. 

“I can’t sleep with a complete 
stranger in the room! That’s weird!” 
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She laughs. She notices that he 
has wonderful cheekbones. 

“Sure you can. I won’t bother you. 
Close your eyes, you look so drained,” 
he answers, shaking his head with mock 
disapproval. Cora is enticed by the 
thought of sleep. She listens to herself 
breathe and closes her eyes. The boy 
does not make a sound. He simply fades, 
like the room and the pillows, into the 
blackness that becomes her vision. She 
can hear the music more clearly now, 
coming up through the floor, through the 
pillows. It becomes louder, and the noise 
of the party dimmer, as though some¬ 
one is playing with the volume controls 
on her soul. 

She feels vulnerable all of a sud¬ 
den, blind and prone on the sheets. She 
feels a small tickle beside her knee and 
trys to decipher what it is. A black spi¬ 
der, with soiled fine hair on its own legs, 
is touching hers, making its bed in the 
crevice between her calves. She feels 
nauseous, frozen by disgust and horror. 
Still, her eyes remain shut, her lips un¬ 
moving 

With her heart and not her ears, 
she hears the other guests departing. 
Laughter. The revving of an engine. Si¬ 
lence. Where have they all gone? And 
why didn’t anyone turn the music off? 
She becomes aware of the fact that 
snakes have been lying, waiting for her, 
beneath this pretty white bed. One coils 
itself around the bedpost, slithers along 
her leg and rests its head on her hip. The 
two exchange tepid venom. Her lips are 
baked by her hot breath and become dry. 
She sweats yet her skin remains cool. 
In its clamminess it takes on the irides¬ 
cent glimmer of a full balloon. The fig¬ 
ure on the bed, although almost terri¬ 
fied, remains trapped while her fear 
glides around the room, mocking her 


with his eyes. She feels as though she is 
going beyond herself now, seeing the 
scene with her soul. 

The boy is approaching now, his 
eyes breeding maggots and the maggots 
gnawing holes in the recesses of her soul. 
She feels him stand beside the bed, feels 
the sting his stare. She begins to pray. 
Leave me alone. Oh God, make him go 
away. No response appears to quiet her 
fevered whispers. The boy lifts his hand 
and holds it above her heart. She cannot 
see this but knows it is so. He then places 
his hand on her bare skin between her 
breasts. She cannot feel this but does 
not doubt it, she cannot feel much of 
anything else, anyway. His touch is cool 
and diy, but he reminds her of mucus 
nonetheless. She smells something 
strange, like sea water and musk, but 
acrid too, and imagines that this is what 
his breath will taste like should he kiss 
her. She feels a pressure and thinks that, 
if he decides to, he can easliy press down 
and pop her fragile heart. She imagines 
the her chest filling with the deep purple 
result and tastes blood in her mouth. Fear 
and revulsion grip her anew. A voice 
within her yells. Open you eyes you stu¬ 
pid girl! You can’t fight what you cannot 
even see! She does not even twitch. 

He lets his hand slide upward and 
his moldy fingers encompass the base 
of her neck. Oh God, help me, help me, 
please. Again there is no answer. Terror 
pulses through her veins, like a drug, and 
collects at her joints. 

His fingers close around her wind¬ 
pipe. She feels her heart beat slow down 
as each breath is harder to grasp. No, 
no, no, a voice from within screams. Open 
your eyes! Fight! Open your eyes! But 
the thought of doing so terrifies her. She 
feels that she will die if she has too look 
at his eyes once more. But it will only be 
like ripping off a bandaid, the voice from 
within pleads, then you will be able to 
breath again. Quickly, before I lose my 
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nerve, she thinks, and her eyes fly open. 
She crys out as she hears the ripping 
noise as hair is uprooted by a figurative 
adhesive. 

Blue. Everything is bright and 
blue. It stings her and she groans. The 
boy is nowhere to be seen. She sits up 
in a panic. Her vision blurs and she falls 
out of the bed with a thud on the wood 
floor. Frantically she feels around for a 
black purse. Reaching inside, she re¬ 
moves a small bag of fine white powder. 
A wretched half sob escapes her. Her 
eyes and throat are on fire. She half 
stumbles, half crawls to the bathroom, 
then empties the bag into the toilet and 
pulls the silver knob. Her face glows with 



twisted triumph she drops the empty 
sandwich bag, still coated on the inside 
with a white dust, in after its contents. 
The smooth porcelain hungrily swallows 
it. She exhales at last and lays back on 
the bathroom floor. The light is bright 
in her eyes and she feels cold and na¬ 
ked under it. The fear, however, is gone 
and she feels it replaced by something 
close to joy. She opens up her fragile 
body on the cold floor and lets 
the light enter it. A 
few moments 
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AFTER THE 


After the war there wasn’t time to 
think, but that was okay. Thinking about 
it would drive you mad; you just had to 
go along with everything as it happened, 
never forgetting that everyone was re¬ 
ally only looking out of themselves. Just 
as you were. 

The funny thing was that for as far 
as we knew there wasn’t even a war— 
just a fading, snowy image on a televi¬ 
sion screen repeating Armageddon in an 
endless loop. “The missiles have landed,” 
click, “the missiles have landed.” The 
screen slightly brightened on this final 
syllable with a sharp flash; the reporter’s 
existence negated in a fraction of a sec¬ 
ond. Yet this signal, his epitaph, lived on. 
Its terror went on for hours, a recurring 
image haunting living rooms and bus sta¬ 
tions all over the country. I myself stood 
hypnotized in front of it for hours, memo¬ 
rizing the rise and fall of the reporter’s 
shoulders, the disheveled collar (only 
slightly) and the small smudge on the 
left-hand side of his glasses, almost like 
a fingerprint. I didn’t notice this until 
about the second hour however. 

‘The missiles have landed,” it said, 
but forgot to mention where they had 
landed. “The missiles have landed,” it said 
but did not tell us who fired or why. At 
the millionth repetition the electricity 
clicked off, first with an abrupt descend¬ 
ing hum and then an unsettling silence. 
The town held its breath at that moment 
and thanked God that it was still day¬ 
light. I can honestly say that for me it 
was at this moment that the feeling sank 
in, the ennui of knowing that life as I had 
known it was over. Nothing mattered 


now, not my job, my wife, my children, 
nothing. The outside world might as well 
have been a desolate wasteland, for I had 
no idea of the extent of the destruction 
and was hesitant to approach the win¬ 
dow to see for myself. The reliable tele¬ 
vision had failed me, leaving me blind 
when I needed it most. Its absence rein¬ 
forced the reality of the war; my house 
echoed in emptiness, devoid of the tele¬ 
vision background noise and the hum of 
the kitchen appliances. 

The silence was the most curious 
part of the situation. Weaned on disas¬ 
ter movies and science fiction, one would 
expect the end of the world to be met 
by riots in the streets, mass hysteria, 
and the like. That would come later. Over¬ 
come with morbid curiosity, I stepped 
outside for the first time; I wanted to 
close my ears to escape the silence but 
I could not, I wanted to open my mouth 
and say something to challenge it, but I 
could not. There were a handful of people 
out there with the same idea, and an 
older couple slowly swinging back and 
forth, pressed close together, sharing 
each other’s warmth. It was quite pos¬ 
sible that they might not even know what 
was happening, or perhaps they did. I 
remembered Ellen and the children; they 
were supposed to be at her sister’s house 
that afternoon for a cookout. I wondered 
if they even made it there before the 
news hit, before the bombs hit, and I 
knew I should have been out looking for 
them, but I could not find the energy to 
attempt a search for them. The war and 
its consequences imparted a strong feel¬ 
ing of oblivion, that nothing anyone could 


WAR 

do would ever matter anymore. I would 
not start openly crying until the next day 
however, when the novelty of the war 
passed over night. 



If I expected to have a good night’s 
sleep, I was disappointed; I tossed and 
turned all that night, my mind a collage 
of the previous day’s events, twisted into 
some perverse illogic. I saw my wife and 
children, alone in a field blackened and 
burnt, eating mushroom burgers. For a 
minute I could not remember my sons’ 
names, only that one rhymed with the 
word “dead.” Fred, shed, head, Ted. I had 
a son named Ted, but it took a few min¬ 
utes of convincing myself that that was 
indeed his name (I was wrong, his name 
was John). 

That first morning of my new life, I 
got up and did the things I usually did; I 
took a shower (the water still worked!), 
ate dry cereal and read yesterday’s pa¬ 
pers. Thankfully there was no mention 
of the war. I did not go to work in the 
usual fashion, but with the absence of 
work there came the need to keep busy, 
to engage in come type of constructive 
activity. The last thing I wanted was to 
stay idle, for this would only give me time 
to think. I was determined not to take 
this path to madness; I was much stron¬ 
ger than that. 

I missed the television. There were 
a million good reasons for there not to 
be any broadcast signals still transmit- 
















ting, but I didn’t care. All of my attention 
therefore became focused on that empty 
screen—my self-made enemy, something 
I could conquer and accomplish. 

1 went to the garage and scrambled 
into my car. With slight hesitation I jerked 
the battery from the vehicle and trans¬ 
ferred it to the living room, ready to per¬ 
form surgery on an unsuspecting appli¬ 
ance. I carelessly tore off the cardboard 
back of the set, not concerned with its 
outward appearance, and searched for 
the link to the power source. A few cuts 
and twists later, the television was on¬ 
line again. I tore into the channel dial: 
static, static, and then a blue screen. I 
found life on Channel 14—it was an Andy 
Griffith rerun. I sat, motionless, in front 
of the television, immersed in the world 
of the program. Their lives overcame my 
lives and their significance became god¬ 
like. I sat there for hours, my picture 
slowly fading as the life slowly ebbed 
from the car battery. There were no com¬ 
mercials, no station identification, only 
repetitions of these thirty-minute mo¬ 
rality plays. The world of Andy Griffith 
continued, invulnerable to war or radia¬ 
tion or whatever the hell was out there. 
Andy scolded Opie for taking money, 
Ernest T. Bass broke windows and howled 
defiance at a country town in a mad 
sprint across the street, and I cried. This 
was the last vestige of the Old World; it 
hearkened images of a utopia lost for¬ 
ever. I wept softly to myself in front of 
the television, afraid to turn it off for 
fear of losing it forever. Watching it was 
probably the worst thing I could have 
done. As the picture finally breathed its 
last and the last sound bite left the room, 

I lost myself completely, collapsing in 
despair and self-pity. I missed my wife, 
my sons (Coiy and the one who rhymed 
with “dead”) and I missed my life. It got 
worse after that. 


The following day (a Tuesday I 
think, but by then I had completely lost 
my recognition of time) was the pivotal 
day. I arose that morning fully in control 
of my thoughts—I had been awakened 
by noises outside the house and for a 
split second, I had forgotten the war, the 
bed, Andy Griffith, and turned to nudge 
my wife. She was not there. This quickly 
sunk in, and as I regained my composure, 
I listened intently to what the voices were 
saying. One voice belonged to a middle- 
aged woman; I knew it to be Diane from 
across the street. Her companion was 
unfamiliar to me, so I approached the 
window. The voice belonged to an older 
woman, someone I had never met be¬ 
fore. She was dressed as if for garden¬ 
ing or some other outdoor work, and her 
eyes were hidden by a wide-billed beach 
hat. She held a pair of trimmers in her 
hands, but I would think that an overrun 
rose bush would be the least your least 
concern during the end of the world. 

“It’s terrible, I can’t believe this 
really happened,” Diane said to the 
stranger, fanning herself with a 
newspaper. 

“I don’t really know how to react,” 
said her companion, “I mean I really don’t 
know...” Her response was cut short by 
a quick nudge from Diane. I slid down 
the windowsill out of sight, fearing that 
they had discovered my eavesdropping. 
They had, as it turned out, for when sec¬ 
onds later I peered through the curtains 
I saw Diane’s friend walking briskly across 
the street and Diane herself heading to¬ 
wards my front door. 

As I expected, I heard a sudden 
sharp knock at the door. I rushed down 
the hall in only my bathrobe and found 
her there, more than a little happy to 


see me. She was the first person I had 
had contact with since the war broke 
out; we stood there staring at head other, 
and in that moment I was closer to her 
than I have ever felt to anyone, even my 
wife. Even my mother. I wanted to em¬ 
brace her and cry on her shoulder but 
knew it would not be condoned—I must 
be strong now, for her sake. 

“My God Joe,” she said, walking into 
my house and placing her arm on my 
shoulder. “Are you ok? You look like hell. 
I’ve been knocking on your door the past 
two days!” I shrugged my shoulders to 
plead her sympathy. “I can’t believe it’s 
really over. I can’t believe any of this,” I 
said. “Do you really know what’s going 
on out there?” 

“Going on out where?” she re¬ 
sponded. “I know it must be really rough 
on you but... don’t be afraid to ask for 
anything. God... sit down. I’ll be right 
back.” I didn’t want her to leave me then, 
and I almost physically tried to stop her, 
but the reality of my situation contin¬ 
ued to sap my strength. Diane had 
seemed rather nonchalant, but I wasn’t 
sure how she was supposed to act. This 
new world doesn’t make sense. 

Diane came back a few minutes 
later, while I had not moved from my 
seat. In her hand was a trio of pills, two 
red and one blue, and I could tell she in¬ 
tended for me to take them. The look 
was solemn. “Have you seen the televi¬ 
sion?” I asked, drawing her attention to 
the disabled appliance. She nodded and 
held up the pills. “I need you to Lake these 
Joe, they’ll make you feel better.” 

“Will they make me forget about 
this goddamn war?” I asked, trying not 
to reveal my weakness. 

“Yeah,” she answered, then 
handed me the pills, heading to the 
kitchen for what must be a glass of wa¬ 
ter. I was right. She handed me the wa¬ 
ter. I remember taking the pills and al¬ 
most instantly blacking out. It couldn’t 
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have been instantaneous; I remember 
her leading me down the hall to my bed¬ 
room, my arm hung over her shoulder. 
There she dumped me on the bed and 
stood watch over me; when I awoke, she 
was gone. 



That morning when I got up I re¬ 
membered being completely terrified. I 
couldn’t recall how 1 had arrived in my 
bed. Then I remembered Diane; I couldn’t 
figure out why she had given me those 
pills, but they sure as hell made me feel 
better. I arose from the bed, smelling of 
sweat and two-day old urine, and took a 
proper shower. 

I was now gradually coming to grips 
with the situation. I assessed the dam¬ 
age mentally—the war may have de¬ 
stroyed our major cities and military 
bases, but this town—my town—had 
been spared from immediate destruction. 
As supplies dwindled, as we slowly real¬ 
ized that we were the only ones left (per¬ 
haps on the whole planet!), this state of 
aimlessness will fade. Diane and her 
strange friend with the trimmers were 
still living in the past, frantically grasp¬ 
ing to normalcy to prevent breaking 
down. I could sympathize, for indeed 1 
came close to losing it those first few 
days. I prayed I would be ready when 
reality hit home to my oblivious neigh¬ 
bors; would they be prepared for the new 
life that would follow? 

I knew one thing was certain—my 
food supply was becoming dangerously 
scarce. My breakfast consisted of two 
granola bars and warm orange juice, 
which did little but agitate my stomach, 
making me even hungrier. I knew I 
wouldn’t be making any grocery runs, not 
with the car battery laying behind my 
TV as if it was a part of the furniture, 
like a coffee table or a foot stool. What 
I was thinking then, it seemed so logical 
at the time. Of course, once I thought 
about it, I knew the grocery stores had 
probably been raided days ago, probably 
serving as bunkers or outposts for rival 
gangs. It seemed that only place I would 


be getting any sort of food would be from 
my neighbors, but would they greet me 
with open arms, or at the other end of a 
hasty shotgun? 

I laughed to myself as I headed to 
the door, ready to go next door as if I 
needed to borrow an egg for a cake or 
something. I grabbed by coat and 
mumbled a prayer, a sloppy plea con¬ 
cocted on the spot and undeserving of 
an answer. It did not get one, not that I 
expected it to. What I didn’t expect was 
what greeted me at the door, outside, 
on my front yard; a number of children 
passing a ball back and forth. All of them 
had large patches of bald scalp, and all 
but one had horrendous reddish black 
bum marks scarring their faces, arms, 
and legs. The remaining child was virtu¬ 
ally one entire burnt husk; there were 
two white globs that were eyes. The ball 
flew between the children, one to the 
other, as I followed its trajectory. They 
were the true helpless victims of the war, 
and I was afraid of them. After a minute 
they noticed me, staring like a fool from 
my front porch, the ball fell to the 
ground, and they began to stare back. 
The charred, blackened boy smiled, or 
his hideous features contorted into what 
should have been a smile and laughed. 
He called out, “hey, what’re you lookin’ 
at?” His smile widened, displaying a 
bloody, toothless mouth. I closed the 
screen door slowly, continuing my stare. 
The burnt boy walked towards me, re¬ 
peating his question; my hand jumped 
at his approach and lost its grip on the 
door. “Don’t come near me," I yelled, now 
almost in years, “stay away! Get out of 
my goddamn yard!!" The boy quickly re¬ 
alized the tone of my voice and began 
crying himself. His friends ran away, leav¬ 
ing the ball behind. The child’s sobbing 
became increasingly louder, joining my 
tears in a pathetic chorus of despair. 

I did not immediately notice the 
woman across the street, rapidly ap¬ 
proaching my home, and her arrival 
caught me by surprise. She was furious. 
She picked up the whimpering mutated 
child (I shuddered at the sight) and held 
him close like an infant, a blackened char¬ 
coal infant. She screamed, “what have 


you done to my son?!!” Through a 
mouthful of tears, I struggled for an an¬ 
swer, but nothing intelligible came out. 
She turned and ran, still holding the child, 
and I fell back into the living room and 
sunk to the floor like a conquered ship, 
wanting only to die. 

Diane found me there half-asleep 
that afternoon; she woke me up and fed 
me some soup. I was having the most 
wonderful dream, and I caught myself 
before I could reprimand her for disturb¬ 
ing it. I remember Ellen was in it, she was 
alive again, and she wanted to show me 
how to bring back the boys. There was a 
bizarre ritual involving car batteries, but 
in the context of the dream it sounded 
perfectly right and natural. I couldn’t re¬ 
member what it was, however. 

After the soup, Diane sensed I had 
regained my composure, which I had. She 
asked me how I was feeling, if I had been 
getting enough sleep, the usual ques¬ 
tions one would ask the visibly sick. I told 
her about my breakdown earlier that day 
and about the children, and she lowered 
her head in response. I knew that this 
was just the beginning of the horrors of 
our post-war society, and Diane and I 
were going to have to face it together. 
She raised her head a few seconds later. 

‘That stuff about the war you were 
talking about...what exactly did you 
mean?” she asked. I fumbled through my 
surprise, unsure of how to react. I 
couldn’t believe that Dine had shut out 
reality to this extent; she always seemed 
like such a strong person. I talked slowly, 
struggling to find the words. 

“I don’t know how to tell you this 
Diane. There’s been a war,” I began, 
grasping for words to explain the unex¬ 
plainable. By Diane’s stare, I could tell 
she wasn’t getting any of this. “The 
United States... has been bombarded 
with nuclear weapons... I think the radia¬ 
tion has started to affect our town. 
Diane, do you understand?” I placed my 
hand on her shoulder as I said this. 

“Joe, there is no war. There is no 
war. It’s been months since your family 
died.” 

‘This has gone on too long. Please 
find some type of help for yourself. Life 
has to go on.” 
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The MC5 was a mainstay of the stereo¬ 
typical “hippie” Ballroom of the 60’s, the 
Grande Ballroom in Detroit. Fred 
Smith was one of the guitarists of 
the group that stands monolithic 
and inspirational to several 
waves and sub-genre of 
punk and alternative music. 

Rob Tyner was the lead 
vocalist. Smith died of a 
heart attack in early November 
‘94; Tyner died of virtually the 
same thing in late ‘91. 

The Motor City Five’s rise 
to prominence in the late 60’s 
came with their signature 
album, “Kick Out The Jams”. 

Never before had a rock group 
whispered the word “mother¬ 
fucker” in public performance. 

The MC5 not only uttered it, 
but shouted it! “Kick Out the 
Jams, Mother Fuckers!!” Not 
only in live stage performances 
in small clubs, but on record. 

And the record was played on 
the radio, too. In the US, during 
a time when characters like 
Jesse Helms looked like a mod¬ 
erate, here was the MC5 cajol¬ 
ing and insisting... 

Closely associated with a 
political group that sought the 
reform of Marijuana Laws, the 
MC5 played benefits for a polit¬ 
ical organization led by John Sin¬ 
clair, local legend and poet in the 
campus community surrounding 
Detroit’s Wayne State Universi¬ 
ty at the time. Sinclair was 
arrested and imprisoned for 
several years, for a small amount 
of marijuana.The MC5 was like 
a house band for the communal 
living that eventually migrated 
to the Ann Arbor area. It was a 

community that attracted the likes of Iggy Pop and Mitch 
Ryder and characterized the local music scene of the era. 

Music and politics were as inseparable as music and interna¬ 
tional distribution are now. Sinclair sat in prison while people 
like John Lennon, Allen Ginsberg and the MC5 performed ben¬ 
efits that resembled a major Party’s political convention, to garner money 
and support to get his release. Eventually they succeeded. 

It was live performances at the Grande Ballroom on October 30-31, 
1968 that became the monumental album.“Kick OutThe Jams" on Elek- 
tra.The title song opened with the exclamation “Kick OutThe Jams, Moth¬ 
erfucker!” Even with their popularity, the group’s struggles with the record 
company are legendary. 

The major department store in Detroit and the suburbs had yanked 
stock of the album due to the language, both On the song and the liner 
notes written by Sinclair.The band took it upon themselves to print-up 


flyers that said “Fuck Hudson’s” and had the Elek- 
tra company logo on it.This obviously 
V didn’t sit well with Hudson’s which 
V * dealt a whole bunch of Elektra and 
\ WEA-distributed labels (the same folks 
who own the big chunk of Madonna, 
Prince and MTV today). 

The title track was re¬ 
cut with an intro exclaim¬ 
ing “Kick Out The Jams, 
Brothers & Sisters!” Even the 
album sleeve became edited 
with only the original version 
including liner notes written by 
John Sinclair. In effect, the 
record company took control 
of the record. 

Other stores dealt with 
the unedited album in different 
ways. One store in a Hudson’s 
dominated mall, magic-mark- 
ered out the “offensive lan¬ 
guage” on the album cover 
before they sold it! 

With Dennis Thompson 
on drums, Michael Davis on 
bass, Wayne Kramer on guitar 
and Smith & Tyner on guitar an 
vocals, respectively, the MC5 
entered a deal with Atlantic 
Records and Jon Landau pro¬ 
ducing. Landau later produced 
Bruce Springsteen to main¬ 
stream success. Mainstream 
was the thrust of the MC5’s 
second album and perhaps 
their demise as a group. “Back 
In The USA” included good 
tunes, but without a political 
edge. Landau guided this 
approach apparently. It was 
now the 70’s and there was 
also a glut of pop music.There 
was no niche for what had 
been created on this album. 
1971 saw the release of 
“High Time” with only slight references to their political 
mindset.That was reserved for live shows.The album cover 
gives a clue of the battles that the group fought.There are 
three sets of pictures of the group.The first,“Before”, is the 
group pre-Kick OutThe Jams, sporting haircuts that were con¬ 
servative and all of them wearing vests and clean white shirts.The second 
- “After” - is the liner picture from the first album. The third is titled 
“After/After” and pictures them in various costumes and one member on 
crutches like they’d been through a terrible catastrophe. 

That was about the time that the MC5 ended.That was about the 
time that John Sinclair was released from the confines of the prison in 
Jackson, Michigan.That was about the time that the phrase “Kick OutThe 
Jams” became as cliche as the “dudespeak” of today. 

Michael Lewis <lewismik@metronet.lib.mi.us> is the keeper of the MC5 Page avail¬ 
able on the World-Wide Web over the Internet. 

It can be accessed at: http://131.188.190.131 l-mikellfred.html 


by Michael Lewis 
photos by Eric Tall 

montage by Dan Sinker 
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Taking the box set concept to new lows, 
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hardcore sound, and they look pretty too! 
Comes with an extra 7" and some other 
goodies. 

(HOP009 ■ $4 U.S.A., $6 world) 

I ^,,1 STUPID AMERICANZ - Lost Cause 
I COUSIN IT - The Demo cassette 

WOODENHORSE - Title T 
THE FIXTURES - Entartete Kunst T 


Teen Idols 
Nightmares 7” 

More pop punk madness from these 
Nashville mainstays, a couple of line up 
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though, we just don't know when. You should probably 

NASHVILLE. TN 37212 stop sending us stuff for it, unless you just want to! 


Hew releases early 1995 

THE DECONSTRUCTION LP/CD 
FLETCHER ?" EP 

jihad/inourselves ?"EP 


























fanzine is sup- 


posed to be a work of self- 
fulfillment, I always find it 
strange to read fanzines 
that don't have anyone’s 
name anywhere on them. 
If you’re going to publish 
twenty pages of your opir 

ions and observations, for 

, God’s sake, put your nam 

on the damn thing._ 


Leave the Top 10 lists to 
David Letterman. Please. 


The world does not need 
another walking tour of Berkeley, 
California. Ever. 


Personal observations and 
diary zines are fine, but make at 
least a small effort to say some¬ 
thing remotely interesting every 
once in a while. 


Not another word about 


black coffee either. 


anything not to have to listen to me talk about f anz,nes °"^°^ jzed that people don’t need advice on how to do a 
Yourself aesthetic, are some notes for you would-be testers. 


If you’re going to 
write a tour diary about 
that bitchin’ summer you 
spent with your band on 
the road, try to mention 
your band’s name at least 
once in the article. 


The human eye can only 
take so much punishment. 
There’s really no justifica¬ 
tion for printing a zine in 
anything smaller than 7 
point type. And if you are 
going to use small type, 
don’t print the damn thing 
on dark colored paper. 


Note to straight edge zines: 
You know that thing with the real¬ 
ly big photos and the blown-up 
song lyrics? It’s been done. 


Don’t scribble something in pencil 
and expect it to copy. Use a nice dark 
black marking pen. Buy a new ribbon 
for your typewriter. Never try to do a 
zine with a dot-matrix printer. 
Nothing’s worse than reading halfway 
through a really good interview and 
watch it fade away into nothingness as 
if it were written in disappearing ink. 


If someone mails you two 
dollars for your zine, and your 
last issue is sold out, it is not 
considered politically correct 
to stick the two dollars in your 
pocket and forget about it. 









































EASTCOASTASSAULT philly dust krew lament LEVITATE 


A 70 minute East Coast 
onslaught featuring 
Life Of Agony, Merauder 
Only Living Witness, 
Starkweather Sam Black 
Church, Dare To Defy + 
13 more Yankee 
heavyweights. 


Over 60 minutes of experi¬ 
mental heaviness bridging 
the gap between Hardcore 
and Death Metal, featuring 
Hard Response, Dare To 
Defy, Starkweather 
and Ail Out War. 


“Powerful, intense post 
hardcore taken in a new direction.' 

“Originality, energy and hooks...some 
where between Quicksand and Tool.' 

Produced by Don Fury 


STARKWEATHER CROSSBEARER CRISIS 8 CONULSIONS SUPAHEAD CAULK 


“Starkweather combines the rage 
and disgust of punk rock with the 
brutal sounds of the heaviest 
metal ."-CMJ 

“Starkweather detox a monstrous 
emotional maelstrom, weaned on 
modern day cruelty.” -RIP 

“Too Damn Hype has blessed us 
with Crossbearer." -Metal Maniacs 


“Karyn can screech like a banshee, 
growl like a pitbull and sooth like a 
lullaby." -Metroland Press 

“8 Convulsions feaures some heavy 
numbers that may leave you 
scarred for life." -The Aquarian 

Produced by Steve Mcallister 


“This foursome is golden" ■ 
Pit Report 

“Mega-riff heaviness...tight, powerful 
and crunching" - Suburban Voice 

“Grooves big enough to hide 
large mammdls in" - Gasp 

Produced by Tim O'heir 


CD'S only • $12 USA • $15 world 
money orders and Checks • payable to Jeff Thies 
606 Willow Ave. #3 • Hoboken, NJ * 07030 • USA 

manufactured and distributed by Dutch East India Trading 




















Here's the wonderful new selection of record reviews. I know no one ever reads this. I could write 

anything I wanted and get away with it. The power. Ha ha ha... The reviewers are: Eric Action (EA), 
Matt Berland (MB), Darren Cahr (DC), Will Dandy (WD),Jon Entropy (JE), Dave Larson (DL), David 
Selevan (DS2), Bret Van Horn (BVH).John Zero (JZ), Karen Fisher (KF), Steve Cook (SC) 


3-Way Cum-Battle of Opinions, 7” 

This is really fast hardcore, almost verging on death- 
metal. They kind of remind me of Rupture in that 
respect, but they also remind me a bit of Capitali$t 
Casualties because they’re fast and tight, but don’t 
have many slow parts in their songs. A good album; 
there’s nothing overly original about it, but who cares, 
I don’t think that that ws the point. (WD) 

($3; Sound Pollution; P.O. Box 17742 Covington, KY 
41017) 


punk/ska sound... always bringing an overtly satis¬ 
fied smile to the listener’s face. With anthemic sing- 
alongs, an “I wish I had thought of that” sense of 
humor and perfectly tight performances, these guys 
really deserve to be the next big punk rock band 
around (something much needed these days). This 
tape is a sure thingy... write them to order up one for 
yourself, as well as some of their other fun releases. 
(I screwed up their address last time, I promise it’s 
right this time! Soriy!) (BVH) 

($4 PPD to Little Willy; P.O. Box 1582 Eugene, OR 


The 69 Eyes-Music for Tatooed Ladies & Motorcycle 
Mamas Vol I., CD 

Oh yeah this rocks. Just like Led Zeppelin did 
decades ago. If you wanted to compare this 4 song CD 
to anything more recent try bad Sub Pop. Seriously 
this is the worst thing that I have ever reviewed for 
any magazine. They are from Finland and I don t 
know but ny guess is that they most rock heavy over 
there for this to be punk. The lyrics talk about “My 
baby feeling alright”. Nuf said. (EA) 

(GAGA Records, PO Box 47, 13211 HML, Finland) 

The 69 Eyes-Never Too Loud, 1” 

This is horrible. It sounds exactly like Motley Crue or 
Crue or Skid Row. The only difference is, these guys 
are from Finland. I’m sure if you were a glam-rocker 
you’d enjoy songs like, “Too itching for action and 
“Call me Animal.” It even comes with a posed glam¬ 
our shot of the band on the back. Pretty sick. (JZ) 
(Ultra Under Records; PO BOX 1867; Cave Creek, AZ 
85331) 

Angel Hair/Fisticuffs Bluff, split 7” 

Angel Hair reminds me a bit of Antioch Arrow but not 
really, but that’ll give you an idea of what I’m talking 
about. They can hold their own with any of the other 
Gravity type bands of emo chaos hardcore. There’s is 
something extra about these guys that I can t place 
my finger on but it gives them something... Fisticuffs 
Bluff is a similar band, with a rad female singer. Both 
very good bands. The artwork is really cool, too. (MB) 
(Unleaded; P.O. Box 1333; Cupertino, CA 95015) 

Artless Motives-The Corndog Conspiracy!, cassette 

This is the newest cassette from Artless Motives. Now 
playing as a three piece, (minus a singer/trumpet 
player) AM still manages to kick substantial ass with 
their Operation Ivy-like, uplifting, charismatic. 


97440) 

Atlas Shrugged-The Last Season, LP 

I don’t think this band was ready to do an LP. What 
we have here is rock-ish Hardcore sort of in the vein 
of Integrity and very much in the vein of Vancouver, 
EC’s Strain. The music isn’t bad, but the vocals are 
pretty weak, like the singer can hear himself in the 
headphones and it’s keeping him from going all out, 
or something. Maybe I’m just being picky, because a 
lot of people seem to like this. Or maybe the absence 
of very much good Hardcore makes mediocre bands 
seem good to a lot of people. I will give them credit for 
some great samples, especially the one from “Say 
Anything”. This band could be incredible in the 
future. (DL) 

Trip Machine Laboratories P.O. BOX 36 New City, NY 
10956 

Berserk-s/t, CD 

Some songs are quirky and fun, some are just ho- 
hum. “Giant Robots” is a Devo-ish anthem and “Pen 
Pal” has that Japanese Hello Kitty feel. Nothing else 
stands out for me but I think this is one of those 
bands who probably sounds much better in a live 
spontaneous set. Overall the record lacks the imme¬ 
diacy and energy to make it stand out from the 
crowd. (KF) 

(Go Kart Records, 222 Thompson St., #7 New York NY 
10012 ) 

Bicker/Artless Motives-Split LP 

My god, have I been waiting for this. Two of Eugene’s 
(maybe even Oregon’s) coolest bands have gotten 
together and done themselves justice on vinyl. Bick¬ 
er does their flavorful blend of pop-punk-blend-noise- 
musician-core stuff. Ranging from an East Bay/emo 
sound to more of a Bitch Magnet/Fugazi, heavy on 








the instrumentation thing, Bicker played some of the 
most distinctive music this side of the Mississippi. 
Unfortunately, they have broken up and moved on to 
new projects. This is, however, the best legacy they 
could have left behind. Artless Motives, on the other 
hand, are still together and still the one of the coolest 
punk bands in the state. I know they probably get 
this more often then they care to hear but it fits so 
well: these guys are quite possibly the reincarnation 
of OPIV. With an addictive, tight and witty delivery, 
A.M. captures the spirit and vitality that OPIV once 
rendered. Occasional trumpets and numerous catchy 
sing-alongs that bring a smile to your face are layered 
over the punk/ska soundtrack. YOU WILL NOT GO 
WRONG WITH THIS RELEASE! Get it now. (BVH) 

($6 PPD (cash) to Woodson Lateral Records; 85 E 19th 
Eugene, OR 97401) 

The Bubble Boys-Drip, 7” 

Not a bad 7” by any means. The Bubble Boys sound 
like a slightly moody-er Green Day with a little more 
adolescent sounding vocals. If you like that old East 
Bay sound then you should like this. Maroon vinyl 
too, oh goody. (DL) 

Average Day P.O. BOX 442334 Lawrence, KS 66044 

Buttsteak-Moroccan VD, L.P. 

Crazy, fucked up noise-pop stuff, like if the Pixies had 
found their older brothers’ secret Penthouse collec¬ 
tion and gone on a wacky acid-jazz adventure. At 
times brilliant, at others completely disturbing, and 
at other times, brilliantly disturbing. Buttsteak 
weaves a tormenting macrame’ blanket of infectious¬ 
ly chaotic pop/noise music completely void of rules 
and mixed with, at times, sincerely twisted lyrics. I’m 
not sure if I really like this or am just intrigued with 
it’s unidentifiable charm. Either way, I’ll probably lis¬ 
ten to it again, if not just to figure it out... (BVH) 

(Go Kart; P.O. Box 20 Prince St. Station, N.Y., N.Y. 
10012 ) 

The Bye-Bye Brothers-Do me a Favour, 7” 

This is a hard one to explain but I think I like it. The 
sound is somewhere between late 70s punk and I am 
not sure. It takes a few listens but the two songs on 
this record are quite catchy and give me hope for Fin¬ 
ish punk. Worth 2 or 3 dollars of your punk money 
but definitely not an essential buy. It is one of those 
slick looking 7”s that you normally skip over in the 
bins. (EA) 

(Bye-Bye Brothers, PO Box 91, 90101 OULU, Finland) 

Capitalist Casualties/Man Is the Bastard-split LP 

This is THE shit. There is nothing else you need in life 


besides this. One of my 3 favorite bands(Capitali$t) and 
the most original grindcore band ever team up to blow 
yer fucking brains out with this release. Any album 
with song titles like ‘Gourmet Pez’ and ‘Jesus Whore’ 
rules without me even listening to the music, but the 
music is the best part. Capitali$t Casualties is non¬ 
stop grindcore, and the fastest band ever. MITB is 
jazz/noise/grindcore/death that never ceases to amaze 
me. If you have to die tommorrow be sure you buy this 
damn album before you do. This joins about 10 other 
rekords as THE best punk there is. (J.E.) 

(Six Weeks Records;2262 Knolla Hill Cr.; Santa Rosa,* 
CA 95405) 

Carbomb-young heart attack, 7” 

75% Heroin, 15% Lagwagon, 20% early 80’s hardcore, 
25% pop. Shut up, my math is fine. This works well. 
Emotional, not annoying... the revolutionaries with a 
heart and brain. (MB) 

(Buddy System; P.O. Box 49514; Austin, TX 78765) 

Chopper-Said and Done, 7" 

A really basic poppy Descendents-influenced, All- 
influenced stuff. It’s not groundbreaking, but it’s done 
well, and it has a soul. Think 80’s power pop. (MB) 
(Crackle Records; P.O. Box HP49; Leeds; LS6 4XL; UK) 

The Cynics “No Siesta Tonight” (CD) 

Recorded in Madrid. I was sorry I looked at some pic¬ 
tures of album covers by this band, is it a joke? They 
all have long hair a la Led Zeppelin. But I don’t think 
it’s an unwarranted preconception: they sound kind 
of Black Crowes groovy to me. The label name does¬ 
n’t help. If I say it’s not punk I’ll get slammed; but....! 
“You got the lips that make me wanna meet you, you 
got the legs that make me wanna feel you.” GIVE ME 
A BREAK. One song sounds just like the Doors. I 
think they’re gonna be a BIG alternative hit on your 
local alterna-commercial station. (KF) 

(Get Hip, POB 666, Canonsburg PA 15317) 

Cold World-Pretentious Assholes, 7” 

This is completly blinding hyper-speed grindcore. It 
reminds me of Heresy or at sometimes No Comment. 
A few slower parts but mostly extremly fast blasts of 
grindcore and 1 minute songs. The slow parts are a lit¬ 
tle odd (they even get melodic and shit) in mixing with 
grindcore sounding like it came straight from Germany 
or Sweeden. This is Austrian, which doesn’t suprise me 
much. It’s definately heavy 'mutilating grindcore, but 
hits the metally parts occassionally. A veiy good release 
from Sound Pollution(whens the next Hellnation reko- 
rd?!?[see review this issue JonJ-Will]) (J.E.) 

(Sound Pollution; P.O. Box 17742 Covington, KY 41017) 
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Copper-s/t 7” 

Correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t Equal Vision 
records the Krishna label?? If it is (and I’m pretty sure 
it is) then I don’t know what this is doing on here!! 
The packaging has none of the ubiquitos refrences to 
Krishna, the songs are about love & love lost, not 
searching for salvation. Plus (and this is a pretty big 
deal) the music is really good!! None of the over-blown 
metal of SHELTER or 108 here, Copper sounds like 
it would be more at home on Art Monk Construction! 
The production is really nice, with all the instruments 
merging together into a wall of jangly distortion, with 
the beautiful voice of the singer cutting through the 
din. The lyrics are really touching, without being 
sappy. This is the find of the issue for me. (DS) 
(Equal Vision 1 lw24th st New York NY 10011) 

Corduroy-”Jan Michael Vincent” 7” 

Wow, what an eclectic release. Side one is a noisy-emo 
tinged rocker, that is really good except for the slightly 
metaly vocals. Musically, it’s really tight with a lot of false 
stops & kick-ins. So were fine, right? Side two on the 
other hand is a warm aucoustic ballad, that’s performed 
with uneven croaks and melody. Both songs are pretty 
good, and this release should be the best of all worlds, 
but for some reason it leaves me a little unsatisfied. (DS) 
(Broken Rekids PO Box 460402 San Fransico, CA 94146) 

The Cramps-Flamejob, LP 

I have to admit that I was never a big fan of the Cramps. 

I am sold on this release though. I know it is on MTV 
and everything but the 15 songs on this album are 
catchy and punkabilly to the core. If you have never 
heard the Cramps (wow) and like stuff like Jon Spencer 
then pick this one up, you will not be disappointed. (EA) 
(Epitaph 6201 Sunset Blvd. Suite 111, Hollywood, CA 
90028) 

Dancing French Liberals Of ‘48-Scream 
Clown Scream, CD 

This band is the Gits without recently deceased vocalist 
Mia Zapata. I’ve heard the Gits a couple times and liked 
them, and I also like this band. It’s a melodic/slightly 
hardcore/punk rock rekord with songs about all kinds 
of stuff. My favorite is definately the title track about fight¬ 
ing clowns. This is great punk rock you can sing along 
with and that makes you feel good and provokes deeper 
thought(in me at least). Most bands tend to lose it when 
they lose such a vital and important person such as Mia, 
but these guys continute to rock.(J.E.) 

(Broken Records;P.O. Box 460402 San Francisco, CA 
94146) 

(Revenge Records; 2602 NE 65th St. Seattle, WA 
98115)—<this is a joint release> 


Decade of Disaster “The Toxic Shock Years” Comp 
(CD) 

26 songs from the Toxic Shock label which started 
out in Cali and is now in Tucson AZ (with a name 
change to Westworld Records). Zero Boys, Sloppy Sec¬ 
onds, Treepeople, also some bands I’d never heard of 
and enjoyed here: Decry (L.A.) and Raw Power (Ital¬ 
ian punks!). Enough old-style punk to keep girl lis¬ 
tening and a nice historical commentary in the liner 
notes from the label’s founder. I must say this label 
has produced some of the greatest band names: Hick- 
oids, Peace Corpse, Jesus Chrysler! (KF) 

(Westworld, POB 43787, Tucson AZ 85733) 

Dirtclodfight-SIT, 7” 

This record came to me in the wrong sleeve so when 
I first put it on the turntable I was waiting to hear the 
beloved Man or Astroman. Well, it couldn’t have been 
any further from the truth. Dirtclodfight are thick and 
they like to rock it out, dare I say, Sub Pop style (Hey 
I didn’t say G**nge). Four songs that sound all the 
same. Please don’t write to me telling me how each 
song is musically different, I know that. They just all 
sound the same to the average listener. (EA) 

(Flipside Records, Get the zine or look at another 
review for address) 

Drill Kitty-”33 113 RPM EP” 7” 

These kids do their best SCREECHING WEASEL imi¬ 
tation, and they pull it off really well! What SW era? 
Well, the good melodic emo-tinged era of course!! 
Actually, to call this a SW rip-off may be a little to 
simple, they have some really interesting stuff going 
on here! Listen & enjoy. (DS) 

(Sonic Blue Records PO Box 8110022 Cleaveland, OH 
44181-1022) 

Fun Girls from Alt. Pilot-Lunch Box, sort of box set 

Well these fun guys win this issue’s award for pack¬ 
aging, especially since none of the band members are 
actually girls. A mock box-set, the kit includes an 
entertaining little zine/lyric book about the band, a 
sticker, World of Wrestling play money, an official 
“Lee’s famous Recipe Chicken” napkin, a plastic fork, 
and a mystery 7” (mine was Marie Osmond!). Plus, 
there’s plenty of cool pictures of the band playing in 
drag, in their underwear, and various other wacky 
outfits. The music was unexpectedly cool punk rock 
with a mid-eighties hardcore feel. Worthwhile if not 
for the bitchin’ packaging. (BVH) 

(House of Pain; P.O. Box 120861 Nashville, TN 37212) 








F.Y.P.-Idiocy 101, 7" 

Wow, these zany guys are back again, and sheesh do 
I love 'em. The real surprise this time around is not 
that they sing about school and silly stuff. Cause hell, 
that’s one of their trademarks, the bizarre thing is 
that they’re not really sloppy! And the guitar has real 
distortion on it. What up? At first I was disheartened, 
but I have grown to like accept it now; and it rules. 
For those of you unfamiliar with past F.Y.P. stuff 
(where have you been?) they’re simple hardcore-ish 
stuff with a real goofy adge and the vocals seem to 
chant nyah-nyah-nyah-boo-boo in your general direc¬ 
tion. Great! (WD) 

(J.Sin Records; PO BOX 10055; Torrance, CA 90505) 

F.Y.P.-Dance my Dunce, LP 

Pretty much the same story as before, but a full 
albums worth. The only thing is that this seems to 
come off to me as even slicker, in a way that’s actu¬ 
ally holding it back in my mind. When I think F.Y.P. 

I think sloppy as fuck, bad recording, cool, fun punk 
rock. But this time the first two just arent there as 
much as I’d like. Go back to the four-track guys, it’s 
got so much more flavor, and it does you much bet¬ 
ter justice. Please. (WD) 

($6; Recess; PO BOX 1112; Torrance, CA 90505) 

Gastr Del Sol-Mirror Repair, LP 

If you have never heard Gastr Del Sol, you are really 
missing out. They are one of the best and most cre¬ 
ative bands that I have heard in a long time. It com¬ 
bines acoustic guitars, weird samples, pianos, and 
other instruments to make a beautiful and interest¬ 
ing sound. This music seems really experimental, but 
I think that you will be happy if you listen to this 
record. (D.S.2) 

(Drag City P.O.Box 476867 Chicago, IL 60647) 

Gaunt-Jim Motherfucker, 7 99 

“Jim Motherfucker” is a great title for a song, and 
what a cool song it is: a mix of T-Rex stomp, Bach¬ 
man Turner Overdrive guitar solo, and very bad 
vocals that manages to be extremely entertaining for 
no discernable reason. “Spine”, the other song is not 
nearly so cool, though reminiscent of those nuggets 
compilations, which should be enough to save it. But 
it isn’t. “Jim Motherfucker,” though — now that’s a 
song. I wish it were my name. (DC) 

(Get Hip Records, P.O. Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

Gaunt-National Postal Museum, 7 99 

Ohio’s best. Gaunt are back and this time it is no-fi. 
Two rather short songs cover this record and sounds 


a lot like the stuff they recorded on the Beavers/ 
Gaunt split 7”. If you liked the last 12” EP you may 
not like this because of the shitty recording. I love it 
because it is recorded so sloppy. Lets wait and see 
what the new LP is going to sound like. (EA) 
(Potential Ashtray, 110 Oxford Road High Wycombe 
Bucks, HP 11 2DN, England) 

The Geezers-Chicken Tonight, 7 99 

Well, this band is funny. This record made me laugh a 
couple of times. As far as the music goes, well, it sort 
of sounds like shitty heavy metal to me. The lyrics all 
rhyme, maybe this is just to fuckin’ punk for me. (DS2) 
(Go Deaf P.O. Box 31264 Chicago, IL 60631-0264) 

Godstar-"Single" 7” 

Light, very reverby, beautifully airy melodies flow out 
of this hunk of vynil. A really relaxing, haunting seven 
inch, one of the best things Taang has released in 
recent years; I like a label that can release Sam Black 
Church, one of the worst quasi-metal bands ever, and 
this folky-punky number & still keep a straight face. 
One complaint: half way though the second song on 
the second side, it just cuts off! Right in the middle of 
a phrase. What’s that?? All in all though (just ignore 
that second song entirely) a really strong release. (DS) 
(Taang! Box 51 Auburndale MA 02166) 

Guns n 9 Wankers-slt, LP 

WHAT? A Fat Wreck Chord band that doesn’t sound like 
NOFX? No....it can’t be. But, it is! Wow! and they’re good 
to boot. Neat-o. They’re a nice poppy band with that east 
bay feel kinda. It’s nothing real new, but at the same 
time there’s something in the music that’s new and orig¬ 
inal. What? I can’t put my finger on it. Maybe it’s the fact 
that the band sounds like they could be NOFX if they 
wanted to be, but the singer keeps them in line with cool 
poppy punk vocals. Whatever it is it works. Way cool. It 
took me a month to figure out that the band name is 
making fun a guns n’ roses (i think). (WD) 

(Fat Wreck Chords; PO BOX 460144; San Francisco, 
CA 94146) 

Thee Headcoats-W.O.A.H. Bo in the Garage, CD 

Billy Childish is back again, and again and again. I 
have listened to this record at least a hundred times 
and it never gets boring. Its Billy and his men doing 
all Bo Didley covers. Even though you punkers might 
not think that Bo was punk, he was. Listen to some 
of these renditions and you will see what I mean. Pick 
this one up on LP though, the CD sounds way to 
clean. (EA) 

(Get Hip Recordings, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 
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Hellnation-Control, LP 

Fast, hard, heavy, grinding, scary, cool. Hellnation 
might just be the fastest band I can name of the top 
of my head. They just pound into your head and you 
don’t want them to leave. What more can I say? Great 
political lyrics and all that jazz of course. These guys 
are just the epetimy of real fast grindcore (cause it’s 
got cool crunchy slow parts too) in my mind. If you 
ever thought about liking this kind of music, buy it. 
ok? (WD) 

($7; Sound Pollution; PO BOX 17742; Covington, KY 
41017) 

Hole-Miss World, 7" 

So this is how the majors get around a review policy 
of no major label releases: get an interested indie (in 
this case, one from my hometown) and license the 
vinyl out to them. Yeah, one song is a Wipers cover 
from the T/K Records Greg Sage/Wipers tribute com¬ 
pilation, but the other is on Hole’s new album on Gef- 
fen (there’s even a Geffen logo on the cover). Well... 
the Wipers song is kinda cool. (BVH) 

(T/K Records; P.O. Box 42423, Portland, OR 97242) 

The Hoods-Empty Head blw One Different, 7” 

Ahh! No more keyboards, please. This isn’t really that 
bad. It’s just rock and roll. Pretty decent rock n’ roll 
too. But the record has one of those annoying big 
holes in the middle, this band deserves to go to hell 
for that alone. (JZ) 

(Get Hip Recordings, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

Hybrid Children-Honeymoon in Babylon, LP 

I hate to be negative, but I cant listen past the third 
song. Maybe if you would be excited about a mix 
between Screeching Weaseal, Green Day, and Poison, 
this is for you. Otherwise, well, I wouldn’t recomend 
it. (DS2) 

(Gaga Goodies P.O.Box 47 13211 Hml, Finland) 

Wayne Kramer-The Hard Stuff, LP 

I can’t believe that this is on Epitaph, maybe I am 
missing something. This tape came in an empty shell 
so I can’t tell you much about the band or anything 
like that. What I can tell you that this is radio rock, 
at least from what I can tell form having to ride in 
other people’s cars. If you like the usual Epitaph stuff 
like Rancid, Bad Religion and the others than don’t 
necessarily think you will like this. I wish I could tell 
you more but I had a hard time listening to the whole 
tape, it was painful. (EA) 

(Epitaph 6201, Sunset Blvd. Suite 111, Hollywood, 
CA 90028) 


Juliana Luecking-Big Broad, LP 

Pretty interesting spoken word with some really real¬ 
ly interesting background music/sounds.All in all, I 
really like this. My only problem with this CD, is that 
occasionally Juliana lapses into the spoken—word— 
talk—really—slow—thing. (DS) 

(Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State #418 Olympia, WA 
98501) 

Man or ASTROman?IHuevos Raneheros, split 7" 

If you aren’t familiar with M.O.A.M. by now you 
should shoot yourself in the foot. They are one of the 
most creative and cool surf-punk bands out there 
today. These songs are a bit more simpler than their 
usual fair, but that’s a-ok with me. H.R. kick out a bit 
more of the same with a bit mroe of a mellow edge to 
it. Takin it nice and slow, ya know? Cool release for 
garage fans. (WD) 

(Get Hip Recordings, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

MDC/Capitalift Casualties-Liberty Gone, split 7" 

Ok, first off this is a benefit album for Food Not 
Bombs in response to their founder being arrested for 
feeding the homeless. Capitalist as always blows me 
away with their insanely fast and tight thrash power- 
violence. MDC’s first song is typical of their new stuff 
and almost puts me to sleep. They have started try¬ 
ing to be too hard to be funny, instead of being...ya 
know...good. Their second song is definately cooler 
although suffers for the same reason at the end. 
Worth it alone for the casue and the C.C. side. (WD) 
(Slap A Ham; PO BOX 420843; San Francisco, CA 94142) 

The Meanies, 7” 

Sorta heavy guitar, they have some melodies, they’re 
from Australia, they play at a good clip. I actually 
enjoyed this quite a bit — on “Best Feel Good Movie” 
they sound a bit like Squeeze with the choruses and 
the keyboards removed, and then sped up consider¬ 
ably with some additional guitar soloing over the 
top .Which is a good thing, by the way. The live track, 
“Play the Slay Bells” is recorded pretty badly, but 
sounds a bit like the Smiths covering some speed 
metal band from Ft. Lauderdale. Pretty decent. (DC) 
(Get Hip Records, P.O. Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

Monster Zero, Tape 

Any band that reminds me of every hardcore band I 
saw ten years ago without getting me really irritated 
at them for being derivative wins some points in my 
book. They don’t take themselves seriously, they play 
four on the floor, they play it fast. No, it isn’t as 







though you couldn’t find three million bands that 
sound exactly like this, but for some reason these 
guys have some charm which renders them, if not 
brilliant, then not really annoying either. They are 
politically incorrect (the lyrics to “Ugly” are about 
exactly what you would expect) and they write a song 
about skateboarding, like every other band, and a 
song about Satan, like every other band, and a song 
about being angiy, like every other band, and a song 
about toting around a dead guy. And they cover a 
Redd Kross song. Pretty primitive, and no one will 
ever accuse them of being original, but who the hell 
cares? (DC) 

(P.O. Box 7853, Citrus Heights, CA 95621) 

Mukilteo Fairies-Special Rites, 7” 

This is a really noisy/bratty/fast true punk rock reko- 
rd. It doesn’t really sound like a typical Kill rock Stars 
release, but it rocks hard. I can’t really compare this 
to anything except maybe a bratty sounding version 
of Rice, because it’s so damn noisy. A great rekord 
and probably the best on Kill rock stars i’ve 
heard.(J.E.) 

(Kill Rock Stars, 120 ne state #418; Olympia, WA 
98501) 

New Bomb Turks-lnformation Highway Revisited, LP 

This is sort of a mystery to me. There is a Crypt logo, 
but it is maufactured and distributed by Matador 
Records. I always thought that Matador was owned 
by Atlantic Records. I really dont know anything 
about this, so maybe somone could write a letter 
explaining whether this is on an independent label or 
a major label pretending to be an independent label. 
Anyway, this is typical New Bomb Turks. They defi- 
nately have improved, and you probobly know what 
they used to sound like. It is sort of like getting drunk 
and playing your instrumens really fast, but being tal¬ 
ented at the same time. I think it is kind of juvenile, 
but I know a lot of people really love this band, so if 
you haven’t heard them maybe you should buy a 7” 
or somthing. 

(Crypt USA, P.O.Box 140528, Staten, N.Y. 101214) 

Ovarian Trolley-Heal Me, 7” 

I have to say that the name of this band made me 
laugh for a good fifteen minutes before I realized that 
they probably weren’t joking. Which, surprisingly, 
just means that they’re morose — not pretentious. 
Very much like Siouxsie and the Banshees during 
their most gothic, least-melodic period. Lot’s of 
Swans-like drumming, dissonant jazz chords and 
Lurie Hall, who really dominates the whole thing with 
her Lydia Lunch-ish vocal lines. Quite professional: 


a very hard, all female rhythm section (sisters, appar¬ 
ently) and a guitar player who’s listened to every early 
Killing Joke record at least three hundred times. Pret¬ 
ty damn good goth record. If you want to know what 
a good goth record would sound like in 1994 if they 
still made goth records then you should buy this. If 
you don’t like the genre, don’t bother. Of course, hard 
to figure how they could be this morose living in San 
Francisco... (DC) 

(Broken Rekids, P.O. Box 460402, San Francisco, CA 
94106-0402) 

the Peechees-Cup of Glory 7” 

A touch of Sonic Youth in the guitar, a touch of the 
Hated in the overall sound, and one of those snotty - 
voiced singers I just love. Some of the guitar work real¬ 
ly does remind me of late Sonic Youth, but I liked this 
anyway. Three fast, noisy songs; I wanted more. (SC) 
(Kill Rock Stars, 120 NE State #418, Olympia WA 
98501) 

Pet UFO-Pigeon Hevenl On Liberty, 7” 

“On Liberty” sounds like it could be a Hole song 
played at the wrong speed, with much better lyrics (“I 
fucked a boy last night who left me sleepless and sore 
and hating myself for thinking I deserved it/ Hating 
myself for hoping he’d go down on me.” I love that 
song. The other song, Pigeon Heaven, sounds like 
Hole played at the wrong speed with Johnette Napo- 
liano from Concrete Blonde singing a duet, with much 
worse lyrics than even that pairing would suggest. 
But the other song is so great, and the lyrics on the 
“Pigeon Heaven” are so incomprehensible anyway 
without the lyric sheet, that I can only say that this 
‘45 fucking rocks almost any way you slice it. (DC) 
(Burnt Sienna Records, 207 Powhatan ave., cols, Oh 
43204) 

Phranc-s/t 7” 

I’ve known about Phranc for years now, but have 
never bothered to check out her music. I’m not sure 
why, maybe it’s because the name is a little to ‘clever’ 
for me; or else I’ve always equated her with “women’s 
music” (read: the Indigo Girls). Anyway, I stand cor¬ 
rected! Although this is VERY folky (much more so 
than say...MARY LOU LORD) it’s really great. The 
songs are really funny, Phranc has a great voice and 
is one of the best acoustic guitar players I’ve heard 
on a punk 7”. It’s also really amusing to play the 
record at 33rpm, so that Phranc sounds exactly like 
Elvis! (DS) 

(Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State Ave #418 Olympia WA 
98501) 







Thee Phantom Sive-Llft off to Kicksville, 7” 

Surf and reverb, kinda like the man or astroman stuff 
that seems to be popping up everywhere. Three of the 
four songs are instrumentals so be warned. Great for 
what it is and perfect for background music for 
studying or sleeping. I don’t mean that in a bad way 
there are no lyrics to distract you. Maybe you aren’t 
that way, but nonetheless this record is a valiant 
effort. Plus it has that great black on white on sleeve 
artwork that we all love. Lo-fi, yeah. (EA) 

(Thee Phantom 5ive, 1035 Edgewodd Drive, Gallatin, 
TN 37066) 

Pillbox-Holly/Sinister Urge, 7” 

Rock’n’roll style well, er, uh... garage rock’n’roll. 
Reminds me of a lot of some of the bands from my ex¬ 
hometown of Bellingham, Washington, the home of 
Estrus records (get the hint?). If you’re into that stuff, 
then this is for you. (BVH) 

(Get Hip Recordings PO Box 666 Canonsberg PA 15317) 

Pillar Box Red 

The first thing that grabbed me about this single was 
the singer, who has a pleasent, very melodic voice. 
These songs are basically fairly slow guitar pieces set 
off the singer nicely. I could envision this band mak¬ 
ing it big as an “alternative rock” act, and I don’t 
mean that to sound insulting. (SC) 

(Slingshot Records, 1327 W. Albion Apt 2W, Chicago 
IL 60626) 

Pink Lincolns-Suck and Bloat, L.P. 

Cool, snotty punk rock that kicks off like Screeching 
Weasel or The Queers. If you liked their track on the 
“Punk USA” compilation on Lookout!, then this L.P. 
should do the trick for you. It kinda reminds me that 
stuff I loved when I first got into punk, like a lot of the 
really cool old Mystic records bands. Good, solid, melod¬ 
ic ass-kickin punk rock. “Stupid Me” rules. ((BVH)) 
(Stiff Pole Records; P.O. Box 20721 St. Pete FL 33742) 

Prema-Pebble, LP 

I have been avoiding this type of thing for a while 
now. Krishna Hardcore quit amusing me shortly after 
Shelter’s second 7” came out, so I didn’t expect to like 
this much. Of course it ends up rocking my world. If 
you can get past all of the religious mumbo-jumbo, 
and in this case I can, you will find some great Hard¬ 
core in the vein of later day Turning Point. Not a lot 
of bands can do this style right, but Prema do not dis¬ 
appoint. And as an added bonus, when they’re not 
singing songs with words I can’t pronounce they actu¬ 
ally sing about things I can relate to like deception 
and broken friendships. Cool. Hari bol. (DL) 

Equal Vision 111 W. 24th St., NY, NY 10011) 


Punky Rockit-Freckle Fade Cream, 7” 

This is the debut 7” from the very recently defunct 
Portland band. I have to admit that I haven’t even 
bought one of these yet, but I have heard it. Hell, after 
all the shows my band has played with them and 
having even toured with them for two weeks, I feel 
qualified enough to tell you that Punky Rockit plays 
ass-kicking punk rock. It’s not unlike early East Bay 
stuff, only with more of a Portland sound. This 7” is 
an excellent representation of the music this band 
once played, which will live on in the hearts of all the 
people who were lucky enough to have witnessed 
their explosive live shows at one time or another. 
Sniff, sniff... (BVH) 

($3 ppd. to Atomic Fireball Records: 2011 NE 47th, 
Portland, OR 97213 Make checks payable to Joe 
Machamer) 

Raw Power-Wop Hour, CD 

If you don’t know who Raw Power is you’re missign 
out. This short CD (with a funny-punny title) is cool 
unreleased songs (or versions of songs) by them. 
They’re from italy and they rock out the hardcore 
stuff like the masters they are with all the cheesy 
wannabe metal licks you could ask for. Fun fun fun 
hardcore. Oh and it features another version of that 
classic sream-along family fave “Fuck Authority.” Find 
out why every cool hardcore or grindcore band cov¬ 
ers these guys, or at least tries to. (WD) 

(West World; PO BOX 43787; Tuscon, AZ 85733) 

Screamfeeder “Burn Out Your Name” (CD) 

Big noise, throbbing grindy guitar and feedback. This 
is mother’s milk to me. Oops, that was just the first 
song intro, the rest is not all that hardcore, it’s melod¬ 
ic but rough, kinda like early Lemonheads. Most 
songs have noisy crashy multi layered music and soft 
dreamy lyrics: Lush with a boy singer? No, it’s not 
punk! However, I would actually choose to listen to 
this again, unlike a lot of the unsolicited to-be- 
reviewed material. (KF) 

(Taang! Box 51, Auburndale MA 02166) 

Sexpod-Home CD 

Unfortunatly, the songs on this CD sounded too sim¬ 
ilar. The band itself sounds a bit like Slant 6 with a 
bass-heavier, radio-friendlier, and more produced 
sound. Given tighter songs that I could tell apart 
more easily, this would be a pretty good release. (SC) 
(Go Kart Records, PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NYC 
NY 10012) 








Shift-Pathos, LP 

Another Equal Vision release and another awesome 
record. I think Shift is their first non-Krishna orient¬ 
ed release, which suits me just fine. Shift will remind 
one of Quicksand. If you don’t know who Quicksand 
is then you probably don’t listen to anything that 
sounds anything like this at all. If that’s the case then 
I would suggest going out and finding some Quick¬ 
sand and familiarizing yourself with it. After you’ve 
done that we can talk more about Shift. The rest of 
you go get this record now. (DL) 

Equal Vision 111 W. 24th St., NY, NY 10011 

Sibling Rivalry-In a Family Way, CD single 

Okay, I’m not the biggest Ramones fan, so don’t get 
all pissed at me if I fuck this up. Alright, this appears 
to be Joey Ramone and I think, his brother, Mickey 
Leigh (hence the title, “Sibling Rivalry”). Three songs, 
all in the poppy/surf/easy-listening punk genre (Uh, 
kinda like the Ramones actually), which is appealing 
enough in it’s own way. It reminds me of when ALL 
did that TONYALL project with Tony Lombardo as a 
kind of favor to am old friend who wasn’t doing so well 
with his musical career. Oh well. (BVH) 

(Alternative Tentacles; P.O. Box 419092, San Fran¬ 
cisco, CA 94141) 

Silly/Unfound Logic- split 7” 

Both of these bands are really fun! Unfound Logic 
plays a poppy/ska number called “Puzzels” that 
sounds a lot like OPERATION IVY if a girl with a real¬ 
ly nice voice sang. Silly (terrible name, great band) 
plays a song that would be phenominal if it was 
recorded a little better. The production ruins it, but 
it’s still a great great song. If it was produced better, 
it would sound somewhat like the HOUSEMARTINS. 
The whole 7” (both sides) just makes me feel good, 
what more can a person ask for?? (DS) 

(there’s no label address, so here’s the address for Silly: 
PO Box 1137 banner elk, NC 28604) 

Society Gang Rape-More Dead Than Alive, 7" 

Female hardcore, and I mean hardcore, almost to the 
extent that it frightens me. They seem a little too 
deathy for me, but besides that they are pretty cool. 
Nothing really stands out much in this release 
though, it seems pretty run-of-the-mill for this kind 
of music if you ask me. (WD) 

(Sound Pollution; PO BOX 17742; Covington, KY 41017) 

Spazi-Dwarf Jester Rising, LP 

Goofy Grindcore? That’s right. It’s Spazz! These guys 
are getting better and better with everything that I 
hear by them and have become really really good in 


my opinion. They do pretty generic fast parts of their 
songs (who’s arent though really), but the slow grindy 
parts always get me. And the bass solos and shit. 
FUCK! It’s so rad! These guys are on top of it all. (WD) 
(Clearview; 2157 Pueblo Drive; Garland, TX 75040) 

Starpower-slt, 7” 

This is a pretty cool accoustic band with a female 
singer. They sound to me like they belong on K a lot 
more than they belong on KRS, but that’s cool. It sort 
of reminds me of a mix between Heavenly and Brat- 
mobile because it’s pretty in some ways and really 
simple in others. My only complaint is that the songs 
seem to run a bit long for my tastes. (WD) 

(Kill Rock Stars; 120 ne state #418; Olympia, WA 98501) 

Starved and Delirious-sit, 7” 

Hmm...This is really fairly old school hardcore music 
with some crustcore influencing in vocals. This is 
beginning to remind me of Concrete Sox mixed with 
a early 80’s influence. The lyrics are really political 
and intelligent and there’s also a kickass poster on 
the inside. Any 7” with a skull killing a priest on the 
front has to be good, and this is no exception.(J.E.) 
(Peace Creep Records PO Box 42451 Portland OR 97242) 

Stink/Building Club split 7 99 (Old Man I Burn It Down) 

Building Club plays some good old-fashioned catchy 
pop-punk. Shades of Green Day or Sinkhole. Got me 
tapping my feet. Stink has a similar sound, but sac¬ 
rifices some of the hooks in favor of a fuzzier guitar 
and a singer from the “gravelly-voiced screamer” 
school. Anthemic generation-warfare lyrics, to boot. 
The bands go together excellently (SC) 

(Liquid Meat, PO Box 460692, Escondido CA 92046) 

Stress Magnets-Lindsay blw Kendall Fell Asleep 
in the Corn, 7" 

Very hard hitting, melodic music. This band sounds 
similar to Friction, if that gives you any idea of their 
musical style. Both songs are solid and have good 
production. I’m impressed, I’ll probably listen to this 
again. (JZ) 

(Go Kart; P.O. Box 20 Prince St. Station, N.Y., N.Y. 
10012 ) 

Supernovice-Well Fed, LP 

College rock, circa 1986. Sounds like the Feelies in 
their nervous period. Accoystic guitars and electric 
guitars played over stuttered rhythms for the verses; 
vaguely Fugazi-esque choruses. The lead singer 
sounds like he’s right off one of the Enigma Variations 
compilations they used to release when I was a 
teenager, without the melodic sophistication. Occa- 







sionally, they remember that, being in an indie rock 
band, they’re allowed to make some noise. When they 
do, as in “Uno Mas,” they sound like Helmet without 
the jazz chops. And any band that uses the lyric ‘‘I 
deal in perplexity/you’re searching for all the simple 
truths/inside of you/breakfast with the 
demons/you’re feeding on all the precious 
jewels/they’re part of you” obviously is trying to be 
Live, and thus deserves to be slapped silly with a 
giant wet noodle. Pretty unspectacular, pretty inof¬ 
fensive. Which, in some circles, is about the harshest 
criticism I can think of. (DC) 

(Onset records, P.O. Box 1918, Garden Grove, CA 92642) 


I blow.” The singer comes off sounding like an English 
Jello Biafra. Wow, this is really neat. This is good, I 
don’t know where you’d buy it though. Neat-o. (JZ) 
(Get Hip Recordings, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

Tina, Age 13-Pop Songs for Our Friends, 7” 

Somewhere between poppy happy and experimental 
chaos. Take some of the more minimalist J Church, 
a bit of Corduroy, and a bit of just plain wackiness 
and you come up with a handful of this stuff. Sloppy 
and fun as hell. Pleasant, enjoyable, weird. (MB) 
(Broken Rekids) 


Teen Idols-Nightmares, 7” 

If you like Bad Religion and Green Day, you'll love 
this band. It sounds a little more like Green Day than 
Bad Religion though. For the type of music they’re 
playing this is a decent release (“Look to me” is an ok 
song), although “Nightmares” is a little redundant and 
a couple of the songs sounded the same. I think they 
could have gotten away with this five years ago, but 
I think most punks have gotten tired of this la la love 
shit by now. (JZ) 

(House of Pain; P.O. Box 120861 Nashville, TN 37212) 

Thee Headcoats-Girlsville, LP 

Retro-rock grrls, seamlessly recreating the sound of 
1965 (production included), these songs sound like 
some alternative universe where women actually were 
in cool, slightly menacing, three-chord pub-rock 
bands that sounded vaguely like the Kinks, the Them 
and the Shadows of Knight. Certainly, if the world 
had been like that in 1965, the world today would be 
a vastly more entertaining place. The concept is great 
(Urge Overkill can only wish they sounded this cool) 
but the execution is just okay. For example, the cover 
of “Run for your life” by the Beatles is clever; the cover 
of “Gloria” done as “Melvin” is just stupid — and any 
more covers of “Money” were rendered completely 
superfluous by Spinal Tap. I mean, we’re talking post¬ 
post-post-modernism here. Too many of the songs 
sound alike, and I don’t think that’s just the fault of 
the intentionally flat production. However, when they 
hit it right (“First Plane Home”) they sound like a 
great, transcendent past that never happened. (DC) 
(Get Hip Records, P.O. Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

Thee Stash-s/t, 7” 

This is good. I don’t know how this came about, but I 
think Billy Childish had something to do with it. This 
7” has two songs (I think they’re both covers), “Sell¬ 
ing Jeans for the U.S.A.” and “Should I suck or should 


The Vindictives-Seventeen blw No Feelings, 5” 

Hmmm....I like these guys a lot....usually, but there’s 
something a little weird on this recording or some¬ 
thing. These two Sex Pistols covers just don’t have the 
usual bang for the buck that they usually pack. Still 
a great novelty and fun to sing along to. They’re just 
not up to their usual par. 

(The Skull Duggery Label; 77 Scituate Ave; Scituate, 
MA 02066) 

Young Pioneers-”Place in the Sun” 7” 

Don’t confuse these Young Pioneers with the Vermi¬ 
form Young Pioneers. The two bands styles couldn’t 
be further apart and—more importantly—these Young 
Pioneers are light-years better than the V-form ones! 
These guys rule!! They sound a lot like a modern-day 
JAM, with a definite emo influence. If you want, imag¬ 
ine the NATION OF ULYSSIES minus the jazz plus 
soul. This is music to bug out to! The singer even spits 
out JAMES BROWN type “yeah!”s. It’s got a funky beat 
and I can dance to it!! All you be-boppers better bop 
on down to the record shop early to catch this one 
though, rumor has it only 150 were made! (DS) 
(Reality Control? 5970 Birch #2 Carpinteria CA 
93013) 

Your Majesty-Jive Shucker, LP 

This is a really great record. Actually, this is the only 
good record that I got to review this month. I dont 
really want to say to much because I haven’t had a 
chance to listen to this record very much, but it is 
great hardcore with a lot of versatility. There are some 
really neat guitar and drum sections. I guess I would 
have to compare it to a mix between Slint and a 
Dischord hardcore band. Anyway, this is a great 
record to buy if you have the opportunity. (DS2) 
(Double Deuce Records P.O.Box 515, New York, NY 
10159-0515) 









Yum Yum Tree-Our First Record, 7” 

In the true spirit of DIY, Yum Yum Tree has record¬ 
ed, produced and released their own first record. Two 
gals and two guys playing punky, simple, Olympia 
style punk rock. (BVH) 

(Slappy! Records 34 E. 7th St. Apt. 4D, NY, NY 10003) 

Zero Hour-sit, 7" 

THIS IS AMAZING. I listening to this once and fell in 
love. Zero Hour is total political 
hardcore/noisy/heavy/crusty punk rock that does¬ 
n’t put up with any shit whatsoever. I don’t know 
what more can be said about this release rather than 
it kicks complete ass and you should buy it NOW. It 
even has male/female vocals and a note on the back 
to ‘steal this record if it is over $3, FUCK THIS SYS¬ 
TEM’..It doesn’t get any better than this.(J.E.) 

(Spiral Records; 3124 Shattuck Ave.; Berkeley, CA 
94705) 


there is really no excuse for releasing anything less 
than great. Sorry. (DL) 

Vorgo Pass 1707 Church St., Nashville, TN 37203 

VIA-Punk-o-Rama Comp (CD) 

Epitaph bashing is pretty in vogue right now. “Oh 
those posers Rancid and Offspring and Pennywise? 
How dare they get so popular?!” Well, I like these 
songs and I’m not (too) ashamed to admit it. Besides, 
wouldn’t you like to see the airwaves saturated with 
Offspring instead of Mariah and Garth? Hell yes, I 
would. Please also notice that Epitaph doesn’t do the 
usual big label thing by putting each band’s radio air¬ 
play hit on the comp. In fact, there’s some old stuff 
on here! Yep, Bad Religion has a song here, too (as 
well as NOFX, SNF-U, RKL, DBL (Down By Law), 
more). (KF) 

(Epitaph, 6201 Sunset Blvd. #111, Hollywood CA 
90026) 


VIA-Deathpower, cass. 

This tape is 3 Japanese death/grindcore bands that 
all sound similar. The bands are Multiplex, Satanic 
Hell Slaughter, and Gibbed. This release is extremly 
heavy and fast with vomiting satanic type vocals. It’s 
a bit too much on the death metal side more than 
grindcore, but it’s still a good effort by all 3 bands. It 
reminds me of Rupture or Anarchus being very close 
to death metal. Not a bad tape, and the 7” will be out 
soon.(J.E.) 

(Selfish Records;#f Aoyama Plaza 5-36-4, Jingu-mae 
Shibuya-ku Tokyo 150 JAPAN) 

V/A-Dumpsterland, 7 99 

A variation of some basic sloppy poppy bands that 
Dave Dumpsterland likes. Some of the songs are real¬ 
ly good, some are sort of stupid. A ska influenced is 
prominent on a few songs and most of the songs are 
melodic hardcore. It includes: Small Unfriendly 
Rodents, The Mushuganas, The Rejected, No Empa¬ 
thy, Oblivion. You’ll get this when (not if, but when) 
you get Dumpsterland #7. (MB) 

(See D-land zine or from Johann’s Face; P.O. Box 
479-164; Chicago, IL 60647) 

VIA-Nashville Coming-Fire, 7” 

An almost utterly forgettable 7”, unless you’re the 
type who dwells on the $3.00 you gambled and lost 
on the purchase. This comp, contains 6 bands: Uncle 
Daddy, The Phantom Five, Mount, Ballpeen Hernia, 
Fun Girls From Mt. Pilot (who sound like a young 
Screeching Weasel), and Teen Idols, who clock in with 
the best track on the record, which isn’t a hard thing 
to do. There are already too many 7”s out there and 


VIA-Sounds of Poverty: Anyway singles 92-93, CD 

This CD is a fine collection of two comp 7”s and five 
other 7”s by New Bomb Turks, Gaunt, Greenhorn, 
etc. A lot of these records are hard to find and for the 
most part they are all punk speed. You probably 
know what the NBT and Gaunt sound like but Ohio 
has some other treasures like the Bassholes which 
are found on this disc too. If you already don’t own 
some of the Anyway singles this would be the perfect 
time to pick them up on one consumerable compact 
disc. (EA) 

(Get Hip Recordings, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 
15317) 

Alright kids, get out that address book, 

*cause here comes an address. Send all 
releases for review to: 

Punk Planet South 
do Will Dandy 
Route 2 Box 438 
Leeds, AL 350094 

and do us, and you a favor, no matter how much the urge 
strikes you, don’t send three trillion copies of the same record! 


Rules for graphic artists #147: some days a layout just 
can’t reach the bottom no matter what!! 
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STRAWMAN "Shoot Me Up' 
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J CHURCH "Prophylaxis 


SPITBOY "Mi Cuerpo Es Mio 






















The Dancing French Liberals of ’48 
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Bobbing For Pavement 


The Rathouse Comp. 


Exit...The Gits. Enter.. 


Scream 


Clown 

Scream 

CD-5 

10"Pic 

Disc 
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Scream f v 

Clown 1 ” 
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And reissued from 1991 


Unreleased songs from 
The Gits, Gas Huffer, 
Hammerbox,Derelicts, 

& Big Brown House. 
On colored vinyl & CD. 

PPD. in US 

7" $3. 10" $7. CD5 $6. CD $9 


Vinvl 7" Section 

Corduroy 

Jan Michael Vincent 
b/w Dead Fish 
Now What b/w 
Sister Big Foot 
Tina Age 13 
Pop Songs EP 
Ovarian Trolley 
Heal Me/ Shark 
Four Point Star 
Stranger's Ways EP 
J Church 
Tide of Fate EP 
Naked Aggression 
Can't Get Me Down 
Keep Your Eyes Open I 


Distributed By Mordam 

Send a stamp for a compleat list of 
records, cds & t shirts, mention where 
you saw this ad to get free stickers 
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Fun Lovin’ Headin’ them zines. Yeah. Matt Berland (MB), Will Dandy (WD), Leah Ryan (LR), Jim Testa 
(JT), Bret Van Horn (BVH), Dan Sinker (DS) Karen Fisher (KF) 


3 WAY STREET 

Premiere issue. Guy and girl from SoCal are 
very internet/computer minded which I like 
(especially that they take NO IBM-created 
material!). Inside are a pro fern rant, interviews 
with the band Rig and a BBS sysop, record 
reviews, good story of a trip to San Fran, other 
stories. Looking forward to the next issue 
with the theme of childhood stories/memo- 
ries.They want submissions! (KF) 

($ I .SO ppd. or $ I +2 stamps. 28332 PV Drive 
E, Rancho Palos Verdes CA 90274) 

9mm magazine #4 

1 am having a problem with peoples’ hand¬ 
written notes on zines. I think this editor is 
trying to tell us that he’s fourteen years old, 
which is indeed very cool.. With that in mind, 
I proceed. Interesting prose-poetry type stuff 
and an informative new releases page. Also a 
couple of little record reviews. In general, cool 
but sort of flimsy. Not much to it.(LR) 

Ian Swindler, II2 SE 18th Avenue, Olympia, 
WA, 98501 / 6 pages / price? 

ADVENTURES OF STICKMAN #3 

Clipped articles, clipped comics, clipped ads 
(??), handwritten blurbs, bad drawings. Been 
there. (DS) 

($1.00—290 Fargo Buffalo NY 14213) 

AARDVARK #8 

Stories on Diesel Queen, The Obsessed, 
Apocalypse Hoboken. Lots of weird ram- 
blings and insular jokes. A few pages of record 
reviews and zine reviews. I can’t think of 
much to say about it because I couldn’t really 
get into the stories, which are random comic 
spews of some kind. I got the feeling I was 
missing the joke all the time, and/or the feel¬ 
ing that it was time for a nap. For those who 
are interested, the editor explains that the 
zine is produced without the benefit of such 
modern conveniences as a graphics program 
or even Windows. I’m impressed (really!).(LR) 
PO Box 2381 / Northbrook, IL 6006S / 38 
pages / $ 1.00 + 2 Stamps 

ALL THAT MAGATHANG 

A very professional-looking (but still DIY) 
zine that’s unique in the way it includes rap 
music as part of punk culture. Almost every 
artist in AH That runs to the “heavy” side of 
their genre, though, whether it’s heavy metal, 
old school mosh hardcore, or hard beat hip 
hop. So right alongside short interviews with 
Sick Of It All, Obituary, and Crisis, you’ll find 


KRS One,The Goats, and underground rapper 
Hutch 187. A long cover story on the avant 
garde Blueman Group expands the boundaries 
of “punk” even further. The publisher also runs 
Too Damn Hype Records, which really should 
have been noted in the Crisis interview, since 
they’re on his label. (|T) 

(606 Willow Avenue #3, Hoboken NJ 07030 

$2) 

ALL THAT RAGE #3 

The theme of this mini-zine is the expression of 
rage in creative and fulfilling ways without 
resorting to violence, although most of the arti¬ 
cles stray away from that topic. I liked the edi¬ 
tor’s piece on how stuttering as a child affected 
his self-esteem and how doing a zine is helping 
him overcome that. There’s also a walking tour 
of Berkeley, a confessional piece on bi-sexuality, 
some thoughts on Charles Bukowski, record 
reviews, and poems. Well-intentioned but the 
tepid prose needs a livelier layout, and prefer¬ 
ably more “rage” in the writing. (JT) 

(1734 Carol St, Downers Grove IL 60515 $ I) 

AMERICA? #2 

I picked this up & glanced at it & put it down 
thinking “oh, I’ve seen this before”.Then I actu¬ 
ally read it, it’s great! Some really honest writ¬ 
ing about personal conflict, trying to interview 
bands, politics. It’s all in here, but it seems fresh 
again. Good good good. (DS) 

«25 + 2 stamps—228 nw 19th In. Gainsville FL 
32609) 

BATTERIES NOT INCLUDED #20 

This is a sex zine. Not a porno zine, a sex zine. 
Articles (that are surpisingly dry) about sex, 
ways of having sex, watching sex, etc.. I dunno. 
Whatever floats yer boat I guess. (DS) 

($2.00—130 W. Limestone St. Yellow Springs 
OH 45387) 

Beyond Hinduism #22 

Done by a vegan girl who just had her car bro¬ 
ken into. It’s pretty short, but it has a unique 
sort of feel. Like a letter than a friend is send¬ 
ing me, telling me about her car and these 
scummy companies and her friends... - MB 
(Barter or Stamps; Davida; P.O. Box 29044; 
Portland, OR 97229) 

BIKER PRIDE #6 

Hey, it’s a zine focusing on the life of being a 
biker (the kind that you pedal) and cats taking 
over the world. Pretty cool idea, especially if 
you’re one who partial to the non-motorized, 


two wheeled mode of transportation. Aside 
from the cat pictures and the bike talk, are a 
rather lengthy letters section and some other 
general writings about the state of things in 
general. (BVH) 

($1 to New Media Club UWM Union Box 
122 PO Box 413 Milwaukee,Wl 53201) 

BLUE ROSES #2 

Something about Geneva’s writing creates a 
wholly sincere and captivating read.You’H pick 
up this zine expecting a typical “zine” only to 
find yourself engrossed in everything from her 
world, to three of her male-friends views on 
masturbation, to the curse of the “Generation 
X” label. Along with some really cool fiction 
and a plea for communication, this zine is 
going strong with just issue number two. 
Number three should be something to look 
forward to as well... (BVH) 

($1 PPD to Geneva Gano, P.O. Box 7005 
Stanford, CA 94309) 

CHANGE ZINE #4 

Ultra-thick stapled jobbie,good quality xerox. 
“For Hardcore Punks.” Good letters section, 
good interviews with Undertow, TAR, Las 
Mordidas and Rodan.Wow, intelligent ques¬ 
tions, good bands, pretty amazing to have both; 

I really enjoy interviews that are more like 
transcribed conversations among smart and 
amusing friends than like boring Q&A. Also an 
article/story on Justine deMetrick (punk rock 
photographer) — OK, this gets another star 
for interviewing an interesting non-band per¬ 
son. Lotsa live show reviews (also good) and 
LOTSA zine/record reviews. (KF) 

($2-3?? Send lots of postage, this baby’s fat. 9 
Birchwood Ln,Westport CT 06880) 

COPILOT TO PONTIUS PILATE #3 

Two college freshmen help find new layers of 
meaning for the word “vapid.” Lots of short 
stories, fictional and autobiographical, none of 
which are nearly as amusing as they were 
meant to be. Ho hum. (JT) 

(Room 602B Mary Park Hall, 802 Font Blvd, 
San Francisco CA 94132 $ I) 

CRASH #3 

A two color zine with interviews with Nard- 
waar, DigYr Grave, Jennifer Finch, etc. It’s well 
done, but sort of short. It’s basically all 
reviews and interviews. If you’d like to read 
the interviews above, then.... - MB 
($1; 1202 E. Pike St #751; Seattle, WA 98122- 
3934) 









Zine Reviews 



Crash: Travel through the 
Underground - July 93 

Not the same as the other Crash reviewed in 
this issue, this is a look at underground bike 
culture. Bike news, car facts, newspaper clip¬ 
pings. It makes me want to get on a bike and 
foment a revolution. Critical Mass is really 
cool. Join their network. - MB 
($ I; 519 Castro St #7; San Francisco, C A 94114) 

DAGGY MADELINE 

This is a cool little zine that gives us a glimpse 
into the lives and personalities of the very 
charismatic, Erica and Cindy.With lots of funny 
articles, journals, and stories (and some seri¬ 
ous ones too) Erica and Cindy manage to 
keep your interest while keeping smile on 
your face all at the same time. Also included, 
and interview with Damon from the Swirlies, 
a cool article on grunge girls and a ploy to get 
into Sassy. Send 'em $2 and see for yourself. 
(BVH) 

($2 to 20368 Clay St Cupertino, CA 95014) 

Dead Trees #2 

This zine genuinely seems to be trying to 
make a difference and work various issue out. 
Some cool articles, views and an interview 
with The Great Death List Society, a group 
who plays a game to try to pick out as many 
celebrities who will die in one year as possi¬ 
ble. A good, sincere solid effort. (BVH) 

($ I and 2 stamps to Dead Trees 113 E Johan- 
nah Whitehall, Ml 49461) 

Dumpsterland #7 

Dave leaves on a mythic journey to find him¬ 
self and comes back with a neato story. This 
is, in my opinion, the best D-land yet which is 
saying a lot.Travel, stories, people. It’s about 
being Dave, which you can’t be but he can, and 
he’s cool with that. It’s really good and it 
includes a 7”. If you haven’t caught the D-land 
wave yet you can get one from: - MB 
($4; P.O. Box 267873; Chicago, IL 60626-7873) 

(Eastern) Paralyzed Veterans of 
America #2 

A zine written entirely by Adam (presumably ex- 
of Born Against). Contains the untold story of 
Born Against (a history of sorts), an interview 
with Mule, a cool, extremely informative biogra¬ 
phy on Johnny Cash, and story about Jackson 
Ward, a ghetto in Virginia. Guaranteed to learn 
something you didn’t know before. (BVH) 

($1 PPD to Vermiform Records P.O. Box 
12065 Richmond,VA 23241) 


Enema #1 

A newspaper type format zine with the goal of 
turning the masses on to some underground 
ideals. In this issue are a reprint of Steve Albini’s 
Major Labels are Fucked article, a Mykel Board 
Do It Yourself Am I a Homo? Test, an interview 
with New Blood, and The List. Pretty cool first 
effort and a refreshing format for a punk zine. I 
wish them good luck with their endeavor. 
(BVH) 

(50 cents or 2 stamps to 516 Ryland St Reno, 
Nevada 89502-1638) 

Farm Punx International 

Yes yes yes! Punks who make their own food! 
Defying the mark up health food stores with 
the ultimate act of DIY. How to’s (soy milk, 
even) and cool comics and articles. Heavily 
illustrated. Freegan revolution, punk. - MB 
(50£ and stamp; Rt I Box 304; WhitwelLTN 
37397) 

FOODBOX #6 

This is the travel and leisue issue, with tour 
diaries that include a road trip across the U.S. 
and another one in Europe. The editor has a 
way with words and I found some of this quite 
amusing (especially the journal entry from 
Glasgow,) but if you’re going to write a tour 
diary about your band’s adventures on the 
road, shouldn’t the name of your band appear 
somewhere in the article? (JT) 

(307 Blueridge Rd, Carrboro NC 27510 $1) 

FREAK MAMA 

Yet another perzine consumed with the partic¬ 
ulars of post-adolescent surburban life, along 
with interminable Q&A interviews with bands 
you’ve never heard of and layouts that make 
TV Guide look stylish and adventuresome. 
Some of the writing is terrific (like the 
Unwound live review, which is a textbook 
example of how to review a punk-rock show,) 
but it’s all presented so messily that I couldn’t 
really get interested. ()T) 

(PO Box 4074, Oceanside CA 92052 $1) 

GOAT #5 

I happen to like goats. Is that a crime? I hate 
this zine. Here’s what I hate: it repulsed and 
annoyed, which was annoying and repulsive 
because I know that’s just what they want. It’s 
like when you want to call up Rush Limbaugh 
and tell him he’s a fascist, and you think it’ll be 
really satisfying until you realize that it will only 
inspire Rush to let loose a big belly laugh. Dis- 
gusting.The image haunts you. A vicious circle. 
Goat is full of gross descriptions of murder, 


rape torture, etc. Reminded me of being in 
fourth grade with boys who talked about dog 
barf and snot to make people sick but suc¬ 
ceeded only in cracking themselves up. I want 
to ask “Why”? but then I know that’s what 
they want. I await terrible mail. (LR) 

PO Box 4284, La Mesa, California, 91944 / 46 
pages / $3.00 / 18+ age statement required 

GRAND AMERICANA 

A zine by a guy that actually chooses to go by 
the name “Rodney the Pickle”; it’s novel. Any- 
hoo, this is a pretty standard paste up zine 
with some entertaining stuff like words of wis¬ 
dom from the author’s co-workers (such as 
the beaut, “vegetarian=homosexual”), and 
some boring stuff. Entertaining, but not overly. 
(DS) 

(some stamps-—1204 N. L.B.J. apt #205 San 
Marcos TX 78666) 

HARDWARE #5 

Total old school sXe newsprint zine. It 
includes a bunch of reviews, a bunch of inter¬ 
views (Youth of Today (!), Dave Smalley, etc.), a 
bunch of opinions, and a really cool flyer art 
section. Good graphics, well done, I’d say get it 
if you’re at all interested in sXe type stuff. - MB 
($ 1.50; Brett Beach; 2551 Constance Dr.; Man- 
asquan, NJ 08736) 

Hip is Dead #1 

Hip is Dead is a Punk Rock zine. Not a Hard¬ 
core zine, not a pop-punk zine, but the kind of 
zine that a kid does all by himself and puts all 
of his blood a sweat into writing, laying out 
and copying single handedly. Included are 
“How to be a hardcore kid,” school notes, 
movie reviews, why Propaghandi is punk rock, 
and tons of other reviews, columns and little 
features. Pretty cool for a first issue. (BVH) 
($1 and 2 stamps to Tim Wright,Tabor Acad¬ 
emy Marion, MA 02738) 

THE HOLY BILE #6 

A zine which is trying to find reasons for the 
fucked up society they live in. Some really 
entertaining and/or informative views and 
commentary on religion, drug use, and rape, 
some cool comics and a cool guide to achiev¬ 
ing punk status are included. (BVH) 

($ I PPD to 515-916 West Broadway,Vancou¬ 
ver B.C.V5Z-IK7 Canada) 

HUH WHAT? 

Issue #1, Sept. 94. Co-eds (that’s co-editors, 
not sorority sisters) Ken and Andrew state, 
“Suburbs really blow, so send us something to 
peruse.” They’re doing pretty well on their 






own, actually. Handwritten stuff, cartoons and 
some typed record and live show reviews. 
Interviews w/Apocalypse Hoboken and the 
Bollweevils, color xerox photos in the cen¬ 
terfold (!) make a nice deviation from the 
usual shitty b&w xerox photos. Normally teen 
boy stuff is foreign to me but these kids stay 
away from the dick and fart jokes and seem to 
be intelligent and funny. (KF) 

(Free—send stamps! to PO Box 6114, 
Woodridge IL 60517) 

INNOVATIVE PLAGIARISM #3 

Oct/Nov. Interviews with Guttermouth, Drain 
Bramaged, All You Can Eat, how-to-start-a- 
fanzine story, reviews. A kinda crappy xerox 
job, but they seem sincere, even if a little bit 
macho with the “we’re punker than 
you/shit/your mother” routine. (KF) 

($ I + stamps, subscription $5 for 6 issues; 
6633 Paseo del Norte,Anaheim CA 92807) 

IT GIVES ME THE CREEPS #1 

Is it a punkzine? Is it a comic book? No, it’s 
both at the same time, and absolutely brilliant. 
All the usual punk zine stuff, only illustrated 
with cool comic book characters running 
amuck across the pages. This is supposedly 
only a “tryout” issue for what will be a much 
larger and more fully realized fanzine, but this 
little taste was far and away the best zine I got 
to review this issue. (JT) 

(Jason, PO Box 14, Jamestown NY 12095 SASE) 

IT GIVES ME THE CREEPS #2 

Yes. Yes yes yes. A wonderful little magazine 
here. As far as writing goes, it’s your standard 
fanzine fair: little personal quips, clipped arti¬ 
cles, reviews. It’s the art that sets this above 
almost any other zine I’ve seen in a long time. 
This boy can draw and then some!! Really 
wonderfully thought out & rendered comics 
make this zine well worth pickin up.Wanna do 
a comic in PP? (DS) 

(stamps—Jason PO Box 14 Johnstown NY 
12095) 

JELLYBEAN ZINE #3 

“The Last Straw’Vfinal issue. Another thick 
stamped xerox job chock full of poems (most 
by the ed.’s girlfriend — too deep for me) and 
funny comix. Interview w/Pandora’s Lunchbox, 
a reprint of an article about commercial milk 
production (ugh!), litde rants, TONS of zine 
reviews (how can he read that many?), and 
finally, record reviews that negate any positive 
feeling I get from the rest of the rag (he likes 
Counting Crows which is my absolute worst 
contemporary band — the ultimate in false¬ 
ness and posturing!). Oh well, I guess most of 


this is good, and I think he has guts to review an 
old Sinead O’Connor record. (KF) 

($2 113 Fleetwood Ln, Minoa NY 13116) 

JERKWATER #1 

I knew I was in trouble the minute I saw the 
drawing of a cup of black coffee on the first 
page. Can you say “cliche,” boys and girls? So 
you got your “job from Hell” story, your funny 
gags to pull on your friends, an article on why 
vinyl is better than CDs, a vegan recipe, and the 
one saving grace of this issue, an interesting 
interview with Leor of Vegan Action. (JT) 
(Steve Chamberlain, 3337 California St, Berke¬ 
ley CA 94703 $ I +2 stamps) 

THE KINGS JOURNAL - Vol. Ill 

The editor apparently publishes another zine 
with a friend which is referred to as SA, is a 
high school senior from a dysfunctional middle- 
class suburban family, and kept a journal. This 
is it. It’s kind of like watching a really long and 
not exceptionally wonderful episode of My So- 
Called Life. And it’s printed in tiny type on dark 
purple paper, so I nearly went blind trying to 
read it all.(JT) 

(Eric Michael Schauffele, PO Box 90008, Har¬ 
risburg PA 17109 $ I) 

K.I.T #4 

I dunno, there’s just not much here; it seems 
more like a newsletter than a zine, but I can’t 
really figure out what it would be a newsletter 
about. Reviews, a poem, and.. I guess more 
reviews. (DS) 

(free—27 E. Central Ave. R5 Paoli PA 19301) 

MAD LOVE FANZINE #1 

So, presumably, Courtney Love gets onto 
America Online and has all of these crazy fits 
of posting evil and slanderous remarks about a 
variety of peopIe.This is the definitive log book 
of the entire affair. Highly entertaining read, as 
well as being much more of a glance into 
Courtney’s personality than most people 
would want to have to really know. Recom¬ 
mended, if not for its originality, for its 
untouched, objective, journalistic value. (BVH) 
($ I plus 2 stamps to 1202 E Pike St #751 Seat¬ 
tle, Wa 98102) 

"MAYBE,” SHE SAID #4\ 

Ooooh! Yes yes yes! This is the first fanzine that 
I ever read (back a couple issues of it ago) that 
made me stand up and say, “WOW!” and it still 
does it. Wow! Our humble narator writes on 
all subjects of her life from punk to college to 
anything, even death rockers. It’s all very cool, 
and some of it is close to the most inspiring stuff 
I’ve ever read. The stuff on death and life in par¬ 


ticular. Yowser. This is damn good! (WD) 

($1; Lisa Camisa; 760 B Valencia; San Francis¬ 
co, CA 94110) 

MOO COW FANZINE #12 / VIGI¬ 
LANCE FREEZINE #2 

This is a four-page tabloid newspaper split- 
fanzine, with a page and a half belonging to 
Moo Cow and the rest to Vigilance. The Moo 
Cow part is mostly a long essay on the evo¬ 
lution of hardcore and how the punk scene 
has changed over the past few years that ends 
with a piece of sound advice:“Don’t subscribe 
to their definition of hardcore, make your 
own.” The Vigilance part includes some 
record reviews, the editor’s distribution cata¬ 
log, and a long, funny, self-deprecating tour 
diary piece. (JT) 

(PO Box 4021 Atdeboro MA 02703—2 stamps) 

Moo Cow #11 

A somewhat more serious zine.This issue has 
a moving account of the death of a father, a 
detailed analysis of arguments about hunting, 
tons of record reviews, and a column on 
straight edge bands.This magazine has a cool 
read to it and is well thought out. (BVH) 

($1 PPD to 38 Larch Circle Belmont, MA 
02178) 

MONKEYSHINE #4 

It’s always a pleasure to read this cool zine 
hailing from Eugene, Oregon. Ben surrounds 
us with him and his friends’ worlds through a 
wide range of columns, stories, articles and 
interviews. Included are prom tips for the 
undersexed teen, a sort of un-interview with 
Drive Like Jehu, a Eugene scene report, inter¬ 
views with Tattle Tale and Tonie Joy, book 
reviews, cool layouts, and much more than 
can be listed here before my bedtime. Well 
worth the $ I PPD ordering fee. (BVH) 

(do Ben; 85 E 19th, Eugene, OR 97401) 

MUSIC AND REVOLUTION 

This is a special-edition section of People’s Tri¬ 
bune out of Chicago.Very political, cool little 
paper with lots of very short, informative arti¬ 
cles. Though the paper is only a few pages long 
and the stories run one or two paragraphs, it 
probably contains more useful information 
than most hefty, wordy zines dream about. 
There is no stupid trend posturing here. One 
headline proclaims: “OUR REVOLUTION 
NEEDS EVERYTYPE OF MUSIC”.,and goes on 
to list the possebilities, ending with “Etc. Etc.”. 
Needless to say, this attitude is refreshing as 
hell. Great stuff on censorship.(LR) 

People’s Tribune, Box 3524, Chicago, IL 60654 
/ 4 pages / Just a quarter, but send more if you 
have it) 
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Zine Reviews 



Mutant Renegade #4 

A satanist zine that can be really stupid and hyp¬ 
ocritical, but also very funny. There’s this great 
cartoon in back on Christian Rock that made 
me laugh to nearly falling out of my seat - MB 
(75* + stamps?; P.O. Box 3445; Dayton, OH 
45401-3445) 

Nihilistic Fanzine *1.5 

A zine composed of interviews with Born 
Against (pre-breakup), Green Day (pre-sign- 
ing), Steel Pole Bathtub, & Stranger Than Fic¬ 
tion. The interviews are really long, and 
probably could have been edited down. They 
layout is fantastic. (DS) 

(free—6029 Arizona Ave Baltimore MD 
21206-3805) 

Not So Hectic #1 

A zine done by a guy who’s obviously pissed off 
at what punk has become. Old school to the 
max. Buzzcocks, Lagwagon, etc. Ho hum. - MB 
($.75 or trade; 9 Sayres Place B.; West 
Orange, NJ 07052) 

OH WELL.....* 1 

Calling itself "A fanzine about why life sucks and 
other random bullshit”, OH WELL... is some of 
the most entertaining reading I have seen in a 
white. Editor Will Dandy’s personal essays are 
honest and funny. They are interspersed with 
religious propaganda and news clips that he 
feels worthy of commentThis should be inspir¬ 
ing to anyone who’s thinking of starting a zine 
but feels like they have nothing to say.Will’s top¬ 
ics are far from exotic and his handwritten, 
Xerox format is humble but perfectly appro¬ 
priate and mostly readable (occasionally the 
handwriting becomes somewhat illegible). Iron¬ 
ically, though, this is also the kind of thing that 
people are quick to trash because they think it’s 
easy.Try talking about yourself and getting peo¬ 
ple to care, why don’t ya. Chances are you have. 

I recommend this highly. (LR) 

Route 2, Box 438, Leeds, AL 35094 / 35 pages 
/ $! or a “good letter” 

NO LONGER A FANZINE #6 

Always a good read, the new NLAF includes 
yet another summer tour diary by editor 
joseph Gervasi (two actually, since he took 
two different trips last summer,) and they are 
both compelling reading.They’re also the only 
punk tour diaries I can remember reading in 
which the writer talks about having sex with 
his girlfriend on the road. Unfortunately, 
Joseph didn’t include any scintillating nude 
photos as he did in his last issue, but there’s 
still plenty to check out here, including a rant 


against emo, an interview with the editor of 
The Baffler, several politically incorrect opinion 
columns (a regular feature of this zine,) and an 
editorial about legalizing pot. Definitely worth 
your time and two bucks. (JT) 

(142 Frankford Ave, Blackwood NJ 08012 $2) 

OUTPUNK #2 1/2 

This is the companion zine to the Outpunk 
record label. Great photo of Tribe 8 on the 
cover. And yes, it’s really half an issue. Great 
travelogue type report on Pansy Division’s 3.5 
week tour...interesting look at our nation’s 
major cities through the eyes of a gay punk 
band. A lot of news about the label’s happen- 
ings.They also mention Northampton, and any¬ 
one who mentions Northampton, even in 
passing, is okay in my book. Hopefully, though, 
their next issue will be a full one. (LR) 

PO Box 170501, San Francisco, CA 94117/12 
pages / 2 stamps 

PERSONAL POLITICS ? #5 

Ah yes, another installment of one of those 
crazy personal zines that I like so much. They’ve 
got a sense of humor too which just makes It all 
a-ok in my book. Stuff on jobs, travelling, and all 
sorts of juicy stuff that’s fun to read about. The 
only complaint I have is that it’s real skimpy. 
Not much in here. 1 want more more more! 
Along with that stuff there’s also an interview 
with Scratch Bongowax. (WD) 

(2 stamps, or $ I; Personal Politics; PO BOX 
644; Banner Elk, NC 28604) 

Profane Existence #23 

Some really intelligent stuff and some incredi¬ 
bly stupid stuff. This, like the preceding issues, 
deals with anarchy and Minneapolis and the 
world. Total Chaos, Deformed Conscience, 
Ambush, etc. in this issue. Although I don’t 
agree with (or, frankly, find to be true) many of 
their points, it’s a good plank for jumping into 
the fun world of being a chaos punk. And it’s 
got a sense of humor. One of the better anar¬ 
chist mags around. - MB 
($2; P.O. Box 8722; Minneapolis, MN 55408) 

PROFANE EXISTANCE #24 

Issue number twenty-four finds Profane in their 
old 8 1/2 x II format, instead of the newspa¬ 
per layout they’ve had in recent years. I have to 
admit, when I got it, I wasn’t that excited. I had¬ 
n’t read an issue of Profane in about two or 
three years, and I kinda remembered it as dog¬ 
matic and humorless. Allow me to eat my 
words!! This was really really great! Sure, it’s 
anarchist, but what else would you expect from 
the PE crew? The thing that I love about it: it’s 


HILAREOUS!! Almost every page has a funny 
little blurb or a great article. It almost hints at 
the idea that the PE people don’t take them¬ 
selves completly seriously, which is great!! I 
am so excited by this zine, I’m almost ready to 
go crust (well maybe not THAT excited). (DS) 
($2.00—PO Box 8722 Minneapolis, MN 
55408) 

PUNK LIFE #15 

Wonderful, a Cometbusian zine about traveling 
& living & moving & shaking. I like it a lot. (DS) 
(no address) 

RETICENCE AND ANXIETY #6 

Subtitle:“personal and dykey.” Actually I didn’t 
see that subtitle prior to delving into these 
two women’s writings; none of it is overtly 
sapphic or anti-male, but women will probably 
relate to it more. The contents are very per¬ 
sonal and diary-like; sometimes presenting a 
dialog between the two, sometimes not Gives 
the usual pers-fem-zine more of an edge with 
this two-sided viewpointThe pieces vary from 
a couple of scribbled sentences torn out of a 
journal to thoughtful critical essays.There are 
a couple of show reviews (7 Yr Bitch and Tribe 
8) about 1,000,000x better than the trite “they 
kicked! (heh heh)!!”The writing is really good 
and the feelings are so genuinely and sincere¬ 
ly expressed that it’s no wonder they use 
pseudonyms. A keeper — I want some back 
issues! (KF) 

(POB 2552,Austin TX 78768) 

SOUND VIEWS #31 

Again a solid zine with info and bands about 
and from NYC. It’s well done, the interviews 
are good, and it is just basically cool. A good 
look at the New York scene. - MB 
($ 1.50; 96 Henry St., Suite 5W; Brooklyn, NY 
11201-1713) 

SPEED BUMP #3 

Dated Oct 94, this could be gone by now. It’s 
a one-page foldup — smart and witty but I 
wish there were more. There are a few 
reviews, a few good rants, all cut and pasted 
collage-style. (KF) 

(Free w/stamp, or send her two stamps and get 
a whole bunch to distribute (enterprising, 
eh?) 1020 Ravens Crest Dr., Plainsboro NJ 08536) 

SPLATTERSPLEEN #2 

Yeah. It’s splatterspleen buy it.This is a great 
great zine out of St. Paul.This seems like it’s 
going to be a pretty regular paste up/perzine, 
but ends up really just making you go “yeah”. 
Probably the only zine that publishes a tour 








diary that’s worth reading. Instead of the usual 
“and then we played here..” stuff, there’s some 
really revealing stuff that reads like it’s straight 
out of a diary. Plus—there’s a first time for 
everything—an intelligent article on genrifica- 
tion! This is really worth picking up. (DS) 

($ 1.00—PO Box 4061 St. Paul MN 55104) 

SPOONFIGHT (Vegan Manual To 

Kitchen Terrorism) 

This is sort of a cookbook with a weird run¬ 
ning joke about terrorism and hostages 
threaded through it. The recipes seem very 
real and cookable, and are very Vegan. No ani¬ 
mal products whatsoever. I got a little bored 
with some of the hostage jokes, though some 
of it’s pretty funny (“...cook until carrots are 
tender, but not mushy. Mushy carrots have 
caused many a fistfight within our organiza¬ 
tion”....also a recipe called “kind of like 
cheese, only different” ). I love the idea of 
food zines so maybe I’ll shut up and write one 
myself. Great graphics, nicely laid out. My 
favorite line:“Being vegan is a good thing. Hav¬ 
ing an elitist attitude is not.”(LR) 

Steve Chamberlain, PO Box 12641, Berkeley, 
CA, 94712/32 pages / $2.00 

STALEMATE #2 

Issue #1 was banned at Manchester (CT) 
High School, where the editors are students. 
Issue #2 tells the whole damn story, complete 
with an actual Xerox of the “new rule” the 
administration coughed up to cover their 
bureaucratic butts (“Any material that may 
cause disruption of the proper and orderly 
operation of the school” blah blah blah). 
Needless to say, it is very cool that issue #2 
exists at all. Fiction, record reviews, some 
interesting stuff about Christianity, funny clips 
from local paper. Check it out.(LR) 

2o Coburn Road, Manchester, CT 06040/ 30 
pages/$1 

StickClickTick #1 

Penned as the “official fanzine of nothing,” this 
zine takes an ongoing approach to addressing 
issues and thoughts and annoyances of the 
writer(s). In this issue, Love stinks, Ex-girl- 
friends and "creepy” situations, Missing scene 
report for Annapolis, and the “discovery” of 
punk. At times, hard to follow, but mostly easy 
to relate to. (BVH) 

($1 USA $2 Elsewhere to SCT 1107 Severn- 
view Drive Crownsville, MD 21032) 

SWISS ARMY BUTT #2 

Another perzine by a bored college student, 
this is a mishmash of paste up art throwaway 
jokes (Huey Lewis and Henry Rollins: Sepa- 


rated At Birth,) short stories (one about a yard 
sale, one science fiction,) book reviews, and a 
rant against boring band names. The best page 
was a funny collection of photos of the editor 
from grade school on up. ()T) 

(124 Havinghurst, Oxford OH 45056 $1) 

Tripwire #9 

A basic zine setup, with stories, rants, reviews, 
etc. But surprise!, it kept my interest anyway! 
Pretty interestingly written, and a pretty good 
attempt. Weird cover art too. - MB 
(2 Stamps; Campbell; PSC #78, Box 1298, APO 
AP, 96326-1298) 

UNDERDOG ZINE #10 

Due to the fact that Underdog now seems to 
have a vendetta out against PP & HeartattaCk 
for giving them bad reviews (and apparently for 
even existing), people are probably expecting a 
bad review on sheer principle. Well, I don’t 
know, it’s an ethical dilemma. I feel almost oblig¬ 
ated to give U-Dog a good review, but the zine 
is still stumbling over the same points as usual: 
too much self indulgence & self promotion. 
Especially unusual is their devoting six pages of 
their zine to explaining why they aren’t doing 
an article on Chicago’s Caberet Metro. Actual¬ 
ly, I’d have to say that apart from the obvious 
junk (read: Buffy & Sissy), this is probably the 
best U-dog I’ve seen so far. Since I guess they’ll 
be printing this on the back of U-dog 11, I’ll say 
hi to whoever’s reading that issue! (DS) 

($1—PO Box 14182 Chicao (sic) IL 60614) 

UNWIN #2 

Sub-titled “Chronicles Of An Authentic Subur¬ 
ban Loser,” this has a long interview with the 
band Plunger and not a lot else, except some 
reprinted newspaper clippings and a list of 
things the editor really likes. (jT) 

(PO Box 15, Laurel MD 20725 Two stamps) 

VIGILANCE FREEZINE 

Oct 94/#I.This is by Dave Grenier,formerly of 
AZ and Research zine.Well, Dave has moved to 
Mass, and besides running the zine and the dis- 
tro thing, he’s trying to put together a Stop 
Rape compilation (no deadline given, write for 
details). He sounds busy, huh? that’s probably 
why this issue’s only 8 pgs. long. Good zine 
reviews, though, with his summer travelog, 
that’s about it for the first issue. (KF) 

(Send stamps 23 Nathaniel Paine Rd, Attleboro 
MA 02703) 

YAHTZEEN #8 

This will very likely be the last issue of 
yahtzeen, the editor tells us. I’m sorry to say 


that I’m not all that dissapointed.Then again, 
if I’m sorry not to be dissapointed, that would 
make me pretty pathetic, wouldn’t it? Anyway, 
this zine seems pretty firmly fixed on local 
(Fargo, ND) concerns. Also on the editor’s 
obsession with model Kate Moss. Otherwise, 
a few pages of nicely written and laid out 
record and zine reviews. Section titled “Stuff 
so bad we didn’t want to review it” seemed 
unnecessary at best. However, the zine is 
really great visually - small and simple but eye¬ 
catching and entertaining to look at. (LR) 

PO Box 2275, Fargo, ND, 58108-2275 / 24 
pages / $ 1.00 

You Could Do Worse #2 

I could do worse or I could do better. I sup¬ 
pose this would be a pretty good zine if I 
knew what the hell they were talking about. 
I’m not familiar with any of the bands inter¬ 
viewed (Wake Ooloo, Low, Luna, Possum 
Dixon....). Lots and lots of reviews. I feel like 
I’m writing a review of a foreign zine (i.e. “! 
don’t really understand the language but the 
pictures sure are cool”). If you like those 
bands, dive right in. - MB 
($3; P.O. Box 74647; Cedar Rapids, IA 52407) 

ZINE #7 

A very slickly produced fanzine, this issue 
focusing on Girl bands. It features interviews 
with Bikini Kill, Team Dresch, and Joan Jett 
(who’s answers to some questions conflict 
with BK’s answers; hmmm). One complaint- 
their reviews are laid out so largly that it 
takes up the brunt of the zine. (DS) 

(Free—PO Box 136 Corvallis OR 97339) 


Yep kids, we want to review yer 
zine!! Just send it to: 

Punk Planet South 
do Will Dandy 
Route 2 Box 438 
Leeds AL 35094 

don't forget to put how much yer zine 
costs & an address you!! 


sometimes even the best of us can’t 
get a layout to end at the bottom of 
a page. 
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YOUNG, BROKE AND PUNK. 


The Chief 
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The Chief Assassin To The Sinister 
LPs come in hand-made burlap bag covers 
with different art on each one. On Negative. 
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Na Vucca Do Lupu 

The first LP. On Negative. 

t Wee MeftWr 


These labels are also available from C.O.D.: Gravity, Liquid Meal/Slurr, Trademark, 
Goklenrod, Silver Girl Red Eye, the Way Out Sound, Land Speed, Wrenched, 
Standard, and others. Stores, we sell direct, and we’re good! New Faction, No Knife, 
Send Buck For Catalog ^ andBoflermaker fulHengths s—' 

3770 Tansy St 


San Diego, CA 92121 
800-886-9386 
fax619-688-7876 
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C.O.D. Distribution 

taking the world by storm...now! 


The shaped disc contains 
“Circumsized” and “Nussun”, 
which is not available on CD. 

Also available on Negative Records; 
New! The Lames one-sided 12”. 
Still available: Powerdresser LP 
and 7”, Helicopter LP. 



BIG SNIFF GARDEN VARIETY & DAHLIA SEED ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN 

Mim 8: We're Only In It For The $ 7” Mint 11: New Style Split 7" Mint 12: Old Style 7 " 


Only Three Bucks Each — Postage Paid! Add $1 Overseas. 

Stiu Available: Situated Chaos 12" [$5ppd]. The Thing 10" [$4ppd] and 7-inchers from Scroo, 
Rag, Her Fault, The Functional Idiots, Everola pe A Pisembowled Corpse [$3ppp each], 

mimt^Tone 


MintTone Records, 84-29 153rd Avenue, #LCD 
Howard Beach, New York 11414, Tel* # (718) 848-7398 
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Punk Planet 
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Hoboken , NJ 
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